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PREFACE © 


— 


—_ 


Hv been, for ſome time, a labourer 
in the Drama, and finding it neceſſary to con- 
tinue my labours, I cannot help endeavouring 
to guard the paſt from miſrepreſentation, leſt. 
my ſupineneſs may injure the future. Con- 
ſcious that a prejudice has been created againſt 
the Play which I now ſubmit. to the Reader, 
and conſcious how far I am innocent of raiſing 
it, it were ſtupid to fit down in filence, and thus 
tacitly acknowledge myſelf guilty of duineſs ;— 
dumbly confeſs 1 have. been deficient in the 
knowledge of my trade, damn myſelf, for a 
bungling workman, and fix a _difrepute upon 
every article which may, hereafter, come irom 
T f 8995 | 
Thanks to you, Ladies and Gentlemen]! you 
have been kind cuſtomers to me; and I am 
proud to ſay that you have ſtamped a faſhion 
| upon my goods. Baſe, indeed, and ungrate ful 
vere the attempt, after your favours, ſo long 
received and continued, to impoſe upon you 
1 85 1 „ i ennry” 


— 


tr. 


A clumſy commodity, and boaſt it to be ware of 
the beſt quality that I ever put up to ſake! No 
on the word of an honeſt man, I have beſtowed 
no ſmall pains upon this [ron Cheft, which 1 
offer you. Inſpect it; examine it; you ſee 
the maker's name is upon it. I do not ſay it is 
perfect; I do not pretend to tell you it is of the 
higheſt poliſh ; there is no occaſion for that 
many of my brethren have prefented you with 
mere linings thr” and mos have been con- 
tent: — but, I truſt, you will find that my ron 
be will hold together, that it is tolerably 
ſound, and fit for all the purpoſes for which it 
was intended. | | 


Then how came it to fall to pieces, after four 
days wear ?—I will explain that :—but alas! 
alas! my heart doth yearn, when I think on 
the taſk which circumſtance has thruſt upon me. 
Now, by the Spirit of Peace, I Swear! | 
were I not doomed to explore the rugged wind- 
.ings of the Drama, I would wrap myſelf in 
mute philoſophy, and repoſe calmly under the 
dark ſhade of my grievance, rather than endure 
the pain, and trouble, of this explanation. 
I cannot, however, cry ** Let the world flide:” 
J muſt purſue my journey; and be ative to clear 
away the obſtacles that impede my progreſs. _ 
I am too calleus, now, to be annoyed by thoſe 
innumerable gnats and inſeQs, who daily dart 
their impotent ſtings on the literary traveller; 
. and toc knowing to diſmount, and waſte my 
time in whipping graſshoppers :—but here 1s 
a fcowling, ſullen, black Bull, right athwart 
my road ;—a monſter of magnitude, of the 
Boeœeotian breed, perplexing me in my Wander- 
ings through the entangled labyrinth of IT ! 
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„ PREFACE. >= "ng 
he ſtands fulkily before me, with ſi * ſeem- 


| | ingly impenetrable to any laſh,, and tougher than 


the Dun Cow of Warwick His front out- 


fronting. the brazen bull of Perillus He has 


bellowed, Gentlemen ! Yea, he hath bellowed 
2 diſmal ſound! A hollow, unvaried tone, 


heaved from his very midriff, and ſtriking the 
liſtener with torpor I- Would I could paſs the 
animal quietly, for my own ſake !—and, for 
his, ny 

ingly harm the Bull. * delight hot in baiting 


upiter | I repeat it, I would not will. 


him. 3 would jog as gently by him as by the 
aſs that grazes on the common: but he has 
obſtinately blocked up my way—he has already 
toſſed and gored me, ſeverely -i muſt make an 
effort, or he batters me es and leaves me to 
bite the duſt. . 

The weapon [ (uſb uſe is not of thas brit- 


| hant, and keen quality, which, in a ſkilful hand, 


neatly cuts up the ſubjeCt, to the delight, and 
admiration, of the bye-ſtanders: : It is a homely 
cudgel of Narrative; a blunt batoon of Matter 
of fact; ' affording little diſplay of art in the 
wielder; and ſo heavy in its nature, that it can 
merely claim the merit of on appropriate to 
ed. 5 
Pray, ſtand clear !—for I ſhall handle this 
club vilely: and if any one come in my way, he 
may chance to get a rap, which I did not intend 
to beſtow upon him. Good venal and venomous 
gentlemen, who dabble i in ink for pay or from 
pique, and who have dubbed yourſelves Criticks, 
keep your diſtance now ! Run home to your 
garrets Fools] ye are but Ephemera at beſt ; 


and will die ſoon enough, in the paltry coupſe of ; 


* our, TOOL, W | without R 
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your ears (if there be any left you) into the 
heat of this perilous action.— Avaunt !—well, 
woll, ſtay if ye are bent upon it, and be pert 
and buſy ; — your folly, to me, is of no 
moment? e ak 4324 
I haſten now to my Narrative. „ 
I agreed to write the following Play, at the 
inſtance of the chief Proprietor of Drury-Lane 
Theatre; who, unconditionally, agreed to pay 
me a certain ſum for my labour: —and this 
certain ſum, being much larger than any, I 
believe, hitherto offered on ſimilar occaſions, 
«created no ſmall jealouſy among the Parnaſſian 
San Culattes; ſeveral of whom have, of late, 
been vapidly induſtrious to level, to the muddy 
ſurface of their own. Caftalian ditch, ſo Arif 
tocratico- Dramatic a bargainer. The Play, as 
Faſt as written, (piecemeal) was put into re- 
Hhearſal: But let it here be noted, gentle reader 
that a rehearſal, in Drury-Lane, (1 mean as far 
as relates to this Iron Cheſt) is lucus d non 
lucendo. They yelep it a rehearſal, I conjeQure, 
decauſe they do NOT rehearſe. I call the loved 
ſhade of Garrick to witneſs ; nay, I call the lefs 
loved preſence of the then acting Manager to 
avow, — that there never was one fair rehearſal 
of the Play. - Never one rehearſal, wherein 
one, or two, or more, of the Performers, 
very eſſential to the piece, were not abſent: 
and ali the rehearſals which I attended, ſo 
 flovenly, and irregular, that the ragged maſter 
of a theatrical Barn, might have bluſhed for 


„ 2 3g, 1 3 a 4 p : 
Je who impartially, and conſcientiouſly, fit. in diurnal 
judgment upon modern dramatiſts, apply not this to your- 

felves. It aims only at the malevolent, the mean, and the 
-3gnoxant, who are the diſgrace of your order. 
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PREFACE. vii 


the want of Aſcipline i in the pompous Dos 
of His Majeſty's Servants, at the vaſt _ 


aſtoniſhing new-eretted - T heatre-Royal, |. 
Drury-Lane. „ 
It is well known, to thols converſant with "_ 
buſineſs of the ſtage, that no perfett | 
ment can be formed of the length of a he 


apparent to the ſpectator, nor of the general » 
Fed intended to be produced, until the private 
trepetitions, among the actors, have reduced 


the buſineſs into ſomething like lucidus ordo ;— 
then comes the time for the' judicious author to 
take up his pruning-knife, or handle his hatchet. 


Then he goes luſtily to work, my maſters! 
upon his curtailments, or additions ; z his tranſ- 


poſitions, his loppings, his parings, trimmings, 


: doekings, & c. Ke. & c. * in the writings ſo : 
in the rehearſal. 


Ordinis hec virtus erit et venus, aut ego fall 3 
« Ut jam nunc dicat, jam nunc debentia"dici” 
66 Plerague differat, et prœſens in tempus omittat : 
8 lee amet, wc ſpernat, Promiſſi c car minis Aud 5 


But, woe is me 1 while 1 was e wait» 
ing the expected criſis, a circumſta nce occurred 


which compelled me to watch a criſis of a leſs 
' agreeable. nature. A fever attacked me, as 
I fat beneath the damp dome of Drury, and 


drove me, malgr? moi, to bed; where I lay 
during a week, till three hours before the Play 
was exhibited. In addition to the unavoidable 
injury ariſing from the author's abſence, Mr. 
KEMBLE, the acting- manager, and principal 
per former in the piece, was, and had been for 
a few days, PRI to 15 own illneſs, confined 

| to 


PREFACE. 
to his chamber, by indiſpoſition. 1 lay little 


ſtreſs, indeed, upon his temporary incapacity to 
perform his managerical duty; his mode of diſ- 


. benefit to me Still it was ſome draw back — 
for wers a mere Log thrown amidſt a Theſpian 
community, and nominated its dull and ponder- 
ous Ruler, ſtill the block, while in its place, 
would carry ſome ſway with it :—but his non- 


Play, was particularly detrimental. . 
Nay, even the Compoſer of the e 


departed worth and genius, as I write the name 
of STORACE—even he, could not preſide in his 
department. He: was preparing an early flight 
to that abode of harmony, where choirs of 
Angels ſwell the note of welcome to an honeſt, 
and congenial ſpirit. 

Here then was a direct ſtop to the buſineſs 7. 
No ſuch thing. The Troops proceeded with- 


previous to the public repreſentation, up roſe 
| po KeMBLE !: like Somnus from his ebon 


his ſubje@s.. 1 Fa * 


F Verde e Jacentes” 
40 Vis oculus tollen; 45 
4 Suminague percutiens nutanti pifora' Ine 


* £ 
* | | | . He 
- x * 4 2 
, * ? — . 
* 7 8 5 
* 


charging it, hitherto, was productive of little 


attendance as an actor, ſo much engaged in the | 


and here let me breathe a ſigh to the memory of 


out leaders: In the dark, Aeſſieur. “ Sans 
eyes, Sans every thing.“ The Prompter, it is 
true, a kind of non-commiſſioned officer, headed 

the Corps, and a curious march was made of it | 
8 But, lo two days, or three, (L forget which) 


wy to diſtribute: his _ ann er 5 


W 
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He came, ſaw, and pronounced the Piece to 
be ripe for exhibition. It was ordered to be 
performed immediately. News was brought to 
me; in my ſickneſs, of the mighty Fiat; and, 
although I was told, officially, that due care 
had been taken to render it worthy of public 
attention, I ſubmitted with doubt and trembling 
to the decree. My doubts, too, of this boaſted 
care, were not a little increaſed by a note, 
which I received from the Prompter, written 
by the Manager's order, three hours only, before 
the firſt repreſentation of the Play :—wherein, 
at this late period, my conſent was, abruptly, 
requeſted to a tranſpoſition of two of the moſt 
material ſcenes in the ſecond at: and the 
reaſon given for this curious propofal was, that 
the preſent ſtage of Drury—where the Architect 
and Machiniſt, with the judgment and ingenuity 
of a Politician and a Wit to aſſiſt them, had 
combined to outdo. all former theatrical out- 
doings—was. ſo bunglingly conſtrufted, that 
there was not time for the carpenters to place | 
| the lumbering frame- work, on which an Abbey | 
© was painted, behind the repreſentation of a | 
Library, without having a chaſm of ten minutes | 
in the action of the Play; and that in the 
middle of an act.— Such was the fabrication of 
that New Stage, whoſe extent and powers? 
have been ſo vauntingly advertiſed, under the 
claſſick management of Mr. KEMLE, in the 
edifying exhibition of Pantomimes, Proceſſions, 
Pageants, Friumphal Cars, Milk white Horſes, . 
and Elephants? 1 


1 


As I did not chuſe to alter the conſtruction of + 
my Play, without deliberation, merely to' 
{kreen the ill-conſtruQion of the. Houſe; I would. 
dg Ont hr ab „ 
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not liſten to the modeſt, and well timed demand, 

of turning the, progreſs of my fable top/y turvy: 
Very ill, and very weak, from the effects of 
the fever, which had not, yet, left me, I made 
an effort, and went to the Theatre, to witneſs 
the performance. 1 found Mr. KempLE, in 
his dreſſing rom, a ſhort time before the 
curtain was drawn up, taking Opium Pills : and, 
nobody who is acquainted with that gentleman 
will doubt me when I aflert, that, they are a 
medicine which he has long been in the habit of 
ſwallowing. He appeared to me very unwell ; 

and ſeemed, indeed, to have jimbibed, . 


Nr and Mandragora :. 
Aud all the drowſy ſyrups of the world.” 


The Play began; and all went ſmoothly, till 
a trifling diſapprobation was ſhewn to the 
charadter perfonated by Mz. Dopp-;—the 
ſcene in which he was engaged being much to. 
long: A proof of the neglec of thoſe / whoſe 
buſineſs it was to have informed me (in my 
unavoidable abſence from the Theatre) that it 
appeared in the laſt rehearſals, to want curtail- 
ment. I conſidered this, however, to be of no 
great moment; for Mr. KEMBLE was to appear 
immediately in a ſubſequent ſcene, and much 

was expected from bis execution of a part, 
written expreſsly for his powers. 
And, bere, let me deicribe the requiſites for 
the character which I have attempted to draw. 
that the world may judge whether I have taken 
a wrong meaſure of the perſonage whom I pro- 
poſed to fit: premiſing that I have worked for 
him before, with ſucceſs, and, therefore, it 
33 hs EO ET Oy 


EI 


Z PREPACE. K 


5 may KA preſumed that I am ſomewhat noquaint- 
ed with the dimenſions of his qualifications. — 
I e then, a man 


O a tall flatire; and 1 [able us 
- * Much bike the ſon of Ki Ah, that lofty WS. 


A man of whom it might be ſaid, 


2538 40 7 here's " hemething 7 in oy 1 | | 
t O's which his melancholy fits, and broads, » | 


Look at the actor; and will any body - him 
the injuſtice to declare that he is deficient in 
theſe qualifications ? It would puzzle any author, 
in any time or country, from Æſchylus down, 
even, to the Franſlator of Lodoiſa — and au 
gentlemen, I can go no lower to find a figure 
and face better ſuited to the purpoſe. I have 
endeavour'd, more-over,. to pourtray Sir Ed- 
ward Mortimer as a man ftately in his deport- 
ment, reſerved in his temper, myſterious, cold, 
and impenetrable, in his manner: and the can- 
did obſervers, 1 truſt, will allow that Mr. 
KEemBLE is thouroughly adequate to ſuch, a 3 
perſonation. a | 

To complete my requiſitions, 1 Gemanded a 
performer who could enter into the ſpirit of a 
character proceeding upon romantic, half-witted 
principles, abſtracted in his opinions, ſophiſticated 
in his reaſonings, and who is thrown into ſitua- 
tions Where his mind and conduct ſtand, tiptoe, g 
on the extremeſt verge of probability. Here, L 
ſurely, I have not miſtaken, my man; for if 1 | 
am able to form any opinion of him, as an | 
Adﬀor,—and * opinion, I know, is far from | 

ſingular, 


— 
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| Cingular, —his chief excellence almoſt approaches 
that ſtyle which the learned denominate Carica- 


ture. Poſſibility on the ſtretch, paſſion over- 
leaping it's cuſtomary bound, movements of the 
ſoul, ſullen, or violent, very rarely. ſeen in the 


common courſe of things, yet ſtill may be ſeen 
Ein theſe is his element. As our language is 
ſaid to have ſunk under the vaſt conception of 


ML rox, ſo does the modeſty of nature ſuffer a 
depreſhon beneath the unwieldy imaginings of 


Mr. KemsLe. He ſeldom deigns to accompany 


the Goddeſs in her ordinary walks; when ſhe. 


. decently paces the regular path, with a ſober 
ſtep, and a ftraight perſon : but he kindly aſſiſts 
her when ſhe is, doubtleſs, in need of aſſiſtance 
— when ſhe appears out of her way, crazy and 


crooked. | | V 
- The arrogant fault of being more refined | 
than Refinement, more proper than Propriety, + 
more ſenſible than Senſe, which, nine times in 


den, will diſguſt the ſpeQator, becomes frequent- 
ly, an advantage to him, in characters of the 
above deſcription. Bk 5 


2 


4 


In ſhort, Mr. KEMELE is a paragon repre- 5 
ſentative of the Luſus Nature: and were 


Mr. KemsLE ſewed up in a ſkin, to act a hog 
in a pantomime, he would act a hog with fix 


legs better than a hog with four. 


If any one afk why I choſe to ſketch a Luſus 


Nature, when it might better become an author 
to be chaſte in his delineation, I can only reply 
that, I did ſo to obtain the aſſiſtance of Mr. 
KEMBLE in his beſt manner; and that now, I do 
moſt heartily repent me: for never, ſure, did 
man place the main ſtrength of his building upon 
%% Ten 4Þ 


a Well, | 


in a new 
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Well, the great actor was diſcovered,” 8 
Sir Edward Mortimer, in his library. Gloom 

and deſolation ſat upon his brow z and he was 
habited, from the wig to the _ſhoe-ſtring, with 
the moſt ſtudied exactneſs. Had one of King 
CHARLES the Firſt's portraits walked. from its 
frame, upon the boards of the Theatre, it 
could not have afforded a truer repreſentation 


of ancient and melancholy dignity. 


The picture could not have looked better 


but, in juſtice to the picture, it muſt alſo be 
added, that, the picture could ſcarcely have 


acted worſe. 
The ſpectators, who Saped with expedition 


at. his farſt appearance, yawned with laſſitude 
before his firſt exit.” It ſeemed, however, that 


illnefs had totally incapacitated him from per- 
forming the buſineſs he had undertaken. For 
his mere illneſs he was entitled to pity; for his 


conduct under it, he, eee deſerved 


cenſure. 


_ How can Mr. Chun, as a Manager, and. 


an Accor, juſtify his thruſting. himſelf forward 

Fay, the material intereſt of which 
reſted upon his own powers, at a moment when 
he muſt be conſcious that he had no powers at 


all? — Mr. KemBLE owes a duty to the publick, 5 


to his employer, and to an author writing for his 


employer's houſe. How does he treat the 


claimants upon his' ſervice, in this inſtance ? 


Exactly, thus—he inſults the underſtanding of 
* the firſt, and injures the intereſts of the two o laſt, | 
by calling i in a crowd to an entertainment. which 


he knows he muſt mar. 


I requeſted- him, at the end of cha Bel if, | 


Z to order. an apology 213 made for his indiſpo- 


* - fition, 


—— 


li at all) before the play 
was it not made?—He did not, then, imagine 
that illneſs would have diſabled him.—So, then, 


— | PP FACE. 
ſition, lt the uninformed or ee e 


attribute the ponderoſity of the performer to 


the heavinefs A the author. I was anxious to 


diſavow all right and title to thoſe pigs' of lead 


which did not belong to me, and of which Mr. 
KemBLEe was the juſt proprietor. But no—he 
peremptorily r he would not ſuffer an 

apology to be made ! At ſhould have been 1 5 
began. Then why 


a man quits his chamber, after an attack which 
has, evidently, weakened him extremely, and 


be has no bodily feel, no internal monitor, to 
whiſper to him "at he is feeble, and that he 


has not recovered fufficient ſtrength” to make a 
violent exertion 1— This mode of reaſ 


adopted by Mr. KemBLE, is much 4 in the ſpirit | 


of that clown's, Who did not know whether he 
could play on the fiddle till he tried. Be it 
noted, alſo, that Mr. RENMRLE was ſwallowi 
his opium pill, before the og 5 began, becau 


he was ill but apium cauſes ſtrange obli 3; 


effects; and theſe pills muſt LG occaſioned ſo 


ſudden a lapſe in Mr. K RMH Es memory, that 
he forgot when he took them, why he took 


them, or that he Had taken them at All. - The 
doſe muſt have been very powerful.— Still, for 
the reaſons already ſtated, I preſſed for an 
apology; ſtill Mr. 


EMBLE continued obſtinate 
in oppoſing it. His indiſpoſition, he ſaid, was 


evident; he had.coughed very much upon the 
- ſtage, and an apology would make os * look 
like a fool.” 


Goad-nature in exceſs. drci Sieb * 
dor 1. never yet r in the confined courſe of 


\ oF 


the 
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my reading, that good- nature and folly would 
ras the ſame definition: Mr. KML, it 
ſhould ſeem (and he produced, at leaſt, mana- 
erical authority. for it) conſidered the terms to 
be e e Freely, however, forgiving 
him for his unkindnefs,. in refuſing to- gratify 
a poor devil of an author, - who, very anxious 
for his reputation, was very moderate in his: 
requeſt 1 do, in all chriſtian charity, moſt 
ſincerely -with that Mr. KEUMILE may never 
find greater cauſe to lool like a. fool. than an 
apology for his indiſpoſition” © — 5 
At length, by dint of perſeverance,. I gained 

my point, A proprietor of the Theatre was 


called in upon the-cccaſion, whoſe mediation in 


wy fayour carried more weight with the Acting 
anager than a haꝑleſs Dramatiſt's entreaty 3. 
and the apology was,. ur due form, delivered to: 


One third of the Play, only, was yet per- 


formed ;. and I was,, now, to make. up my 
mind, like an unfortunate traveller, to purſue 


my painful journey, through two ſtages more 
upon a broken- damn Pofter, on We back lay 
all the baggage for my expeditien.. Miſerably, 


and moſt heavily in hand, did the Poſter pro- 


ceed ! He groaned, he lagged, he eoughed, he 
winced, he weezed l - Never was ſeen ſo fo 


a jade The audience grew completely ſoured, 


and, once completely ſoured, every thing, 
naturally, went whos if They recurred to 


their diſapprobation off poor DopD—and ob- 


ſerve what this produced. E muſt relate it. 
Mr. KeMBLE had juſt plodded through a 
ſcene, regardleſs of thoſe: loud and manifeſt 
tokens” that the Criticks delight not in the 
8 75 ))) 
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& drowſy hums” with which he © rang night's. 
„ yawning peal, when Dopp appeared to him 
on the Stage; at whoſe entrance the clamour 
- was renewed. Ihen, and not till then, did the 

Acting Manager, who had been deaf as any 

poſt to the ſupplications of the author for an 

apology— then did he appear ſuddenly ſeized 
with a fit of good nature. He voluntarily came 
forward “ 7o look like a fool, and beg the 
_ indulgence of the town. He feared he was the 
unhappy cauſe of their diſapprobation; he 
entreated their patience, and hoped he ſhould: 
ſhortly gain ſtrength, to enable them to judge, 
on a future night, what he handſomely termed: 
the merits of the Play. Here was friendſhip! 
Here was adroitnefs ! While the Publick were 
teſtifying their diſguſt at the Piece, through the 
medium of poor Dopp, Mr. KemBLg, with 
une xampled generofity, took the whole blame 
upon his own fhoulders, and heroically ſaved 
the author, by ſo timely. an interpoſition. TI: 
[it was charmed with this maſter-ſtroke, and, at 
Tit the impulſe of the moment, I thanked him. 
HH But, alas! how narrow is the foul of man! 
Li how diſtruſtful in its movements, how ſcanty in 
its acknowledgments, how perplcxing to itſelf 
(i in its combinations'! Had I, afterwards, looked 
| on the thing ſimply and nakedly, by itſelf, why 
the thing is a good-natured thing: but I muſt be 
[| | putting other circumſtances by the fide of it, 
| with a plague to me] I muſt be puzzling myſelf. 
to fee if all fits; if all is of a piece. And what 
is the reſult : Miſerable that I am] I have loſt 
the pleaſure of evincing a 1 which 
Lt! I thought I owed, becauſe I no longer feel 
myſelf a debtor. Had I abandoned my mind 


laughed at, and coughed down, to 


F ie ana 


to that placid negligence, that luxurious con- 
fidence, which the moonfiderate enjoy, it had 
never pot ag to ou that Mr. et wie fore- 
ſeeing; perhaps, that an aggrieved author might _ 
— — e- forward with this 
ſpeech to the publiek, as a kind of ſalvo, (ſhould 
a ſtatement be made) for his rigidity in the firſt 


inſtance. It had never occurred to me that 


Mr. KemBLE was ſufficiently hiſſed, ee at, 

ve made 
his apology before Mr. Donp appeared: It had 
never occurred to me that his making his apology 


at a previous moment would have anſwered the 


ſame purpoſe to me, and not to him It had 
never occurred, in ſhort, that there is ſuch a 
thing as oſtentatious humility, and a politiek act 
of kindneſs; and that I ſhould have waited the 
ſequel of a man's conduct, before I thanked him 
for one inſtance of ſeeming: good will, cloſe 
upon the heels of ſtubborn ill-nature, and in the 
midſt of exiſting, and palpable: injury Phe 
| ſequel will ſhew that I was premature: in my 
acknowledgment—but before I come. to- the 
ſequel, a word or two (I will be brief) to cloſe 
-my account of this, the firſt night's,. eventful 
. hiſtory. The Piece was concluded, and given: 
_ for a ſecond performance with much oppo-- 
nt10N. Fo: 9 ö FOIL 
Friends, who never heard the Play read, 
. ſhook their heads; Friends, who had heard it 
read, ſcarcely knew it again: Several, I doubt 
not, of the impartial, who. choſe to be active, 


actively condemned; and enemies, of courſe, 


rejoiced in an opportunity of joining them. 

No pres 1 NT. be fairer. The Play 
was, at leaſt, a full hour too long; and had 

e . Job 
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Fob himſelf ſat to hear it he muſt have loft his 


R 4 


patience. But, if, gentle reader, thou poſleſſeſt b 


Job's quality, and haſt followed me thus far, in 
my. Narrative, it will appear to thee (for 1 


doubt not thy retention and combination) that 
I was unable to curtail it effectually, at the pro- 
per time — the laſt rehearſals. Y was, then, 
laid flat, my dear friend, as you remember 


1 have told you, by a that: The Acting 


Manager did attend the laſt rehearſals, and 


ſuffered the piece to be produced, uncut, to 


<< drag its flow length along” ſurcharged with 


all his own incapacity, and all his opium. 


law, then, do I ſtand indebted, according to 
the articles of this. night's date went; I owe to 


Mr. S i OY 2 5 
. bis iline „ COMPASSION, | 
For his conduct under ge % CENSURE,. - 
For his refuſing to make un apology, A SmiLEe! 
For his making an apelogy,, A SNEER, 
For his miſmanagement, \\ A GROAN, 


For bis n VVV Hiss. 


4 , 


'T his account is 2 1 like the 19 


PT picked from Falſtaff's .pocket, when he is 


ſnorting behind the arras. There is but one 


halfpenny worth of compaſſion to this intolera- 


ble deal of blame. 
Now for the ſe quel,—1 have ſhewn, 5 1 | 
W Mr. Kn in the firſt inſtance, under- 


took a duty which he could not perform: I haye 


now to affirm, with all the difficulty of proving 
a negative full in my face, that he afterwards, 


made a mockery of e a uy which 
; he. would not e f py 


OY. & 7.2" Aer 


7 1 CP 1 hat 
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1855 a W s interval, to give him time to 


* his ſtrength; and the Author time to 


curtail, and alter, the Play; (for the impreſſion 
which the Miſ-Manager and Actor, had con- 
trived to ſtamp rendered alteration N it 


was a ſecond time repreſented. 


1 muſt, here, let the uninformed reader int | 
a ſecret but 1 muſt go to Newmarket to make 


him underſtand me. No, Epſom will do as 


well; and that is nearer home. It often hap- 

pens, at a Race, that à known Horſe, from 
whom good ſport is expected, diſappoints the 
crowd by walking. over the courſe He does not 
miſs an inch of the ground; but affords not one 
jot of diverſion, unleſs ſome pleaſure is received 


in contemplating his figure. Now, an actor 


can do the very ſame thing. He can walk over © 
bis part: He can miſs no more of his words 
than the Horſe, does of his way: he can be as 
dull, and as tedious, and as good-looking as the 
Horſe in his progreſs :— The only difference 
between the two animals is, — that the Horſe 
brings in him who bets upon him a gainer; but 
the luckleſs wight who has a large flake depend- 
ing upon the actor is, decidedly, certain to loſe, 


There is a trick, too, that the Jockies practiſe, 


which is called, I think, playing booty. This 


cConſiſts in appearing to uſe their utmoſt en- 


1 


deavour to reach the winning- poſt firſt, when 


they are already determined to come in the laſt. 
The conſequence is, that all, except the know- 
ing ones, attribute no fault to the Jockey, but 
damn the Horſe for a ſluggard.— An actor can 

play booty if he chuſes :—he can pretend to whip -- 
and ſpur, and do his beſt, when the Connoiſſeur 
knows, all the i be is  thirking but 
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to the Performer of playing 
emotions, his tranſitions of paſſion, his ſtarts, 


— * * * 
* 


- Shs 1s the unmerited appellation given.by 
the majority to the innocent author... 

Mr. KemBLE chiefly ehoſe to be Horſe, and 
| walked over the ground. Every now and then 
(but ſearcely enough to fave bn. perro 5 he 
"By. a ſlight touch of the Jockey, und played 


ty 

| Whether the lang 
mouth of Sir hs Mortimer be above 
mediocrity, or below contempt, is not to the 
preſent purpoſe: but the words he is made to 
utter certainly convey a meaning; and the cir- 
cumſtances of the ſcenes afford an opportunity 
off his mimick 


and all the trickeries of his trade. The devil a: 
trick did Mr. KRMETLE play but a very ſcurvy 
one! His emotions and paſſions were ſo rare, 
and ſo feeble, that they feaſoned his general 
inſipidity, like a ſingle grain of wretched pepper 


_ tarown into the largeſt doſe of water-gruel that 


ever was adminiſtered to an invalid. For the 
moſt part, he toiled on, line after line, in a dull 
current of undiverſified ſound, which ſtole; upon 
the ear far more drowſily than the diſtant mur- 
murings of Lethe; with no attempt to break the 


lulling ſtream, or check its ſleep- inviting courſe. 


Frogs in a marſh, flies in a bottle; wind in a 


orevice, a preacher in a field, the drone of a 


bagpipe, all, all yielded to the NING, and 
ſoporifie monotony of Mr. Kemsue! 
The very beſt Dramatick writing, chere 
paſſion is expreſſed, if delivered languidly b —— 
Accor, will fail in it's intended eee: and = 


be bold enough to fay that were the Curſe in 


— Lr D new to LE Fg and they 
ö i 
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which is put into the 
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it uttered, for the firſt time, in a croak, fainter 
than a crow's in a conſumption, it would paſs 
unnoticed, or appear vapid to the million. 8 
If I raiſe a critical clatter about my ears, by 
this aſſertion, which ſome. may twiſt into a 
profanation of Shakſpeare, I leave it to Horace, 
who can fight battles better than I, to defend me. 


Fi dicentis mw ee abſona difta,” . 
Romani tollent pedites equiteſque cachinnum,” ' 

That Mr. KemsLs did not miſconceive the 
Part is certain; for he told me, ſome time 
before the Play was acted, that he feared the 
exertions requiſite, in Sir Edward Mortimer, 
would ſtrain his lungs more than Octavian, in the 
Mountaincers. I Ot ng fs oh eh, 

T hat he can ſtrain his lungs, to good purpoſe, 
in Octavian, is well known; and, after this, 
his own intimation, how will he eſcape the charge 
of wilful and direct delinqueney, when, witn 
ſuch a conception of the Part, and with health 
recovered, he came forward in the true ſpirit of 
Bottom, and aggravated his voice ſo that he 
roared you as gentle as any ſucking dove? 

He inſulted the Town, and injured his Em- 
ployer, and the Author, ſufficiently in the firſt 
inſtance : in the ſecond he added to the inſult and 
injury an hundred-fold: and as often as he 
mangled the Character (three or four times, I 
am uncertain which, after the firſt night's per- 
formance) he heaped aggravation upon aggrava- 
tion, } 3 3 „ . 1 work + A 


— 
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* Mr. KAM IE informed me, previous to the ſecond re- 
preſentation of the Play, that he felt himſelf capable of 
exertion, | 8 : 
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Te moſt miſerable mummer, that ever 


Poor BANNIs TER, Jun. would he ſpe 


ments are not unfounded. 


will, L truſt, fee that I have n 
tion of myſelf— they who are impartial will, 


diſgr aced the walls of a Theatre could not have 
been a ſtronger drawback than Mr. K EMBLE.— 


He was not only dull in himſelf, but the cauſe of 


dulneſs in others. Like the baleful Upasof Java, 
his pe ſtife rous influence infected all around him. 
When two ARors come forward, to keep up 
the Shuttle cock of ſeenick- fiction, if one plays 
flovenly, the other cannot maintain his game. 
(but J have never preſſed him, and never ſhall 

preſs him to ſay a word upon the ſubje&) could 
bear ample teſtimeny to the truth of this re- 
mark. He ſuffered like a man under the cruelty 

of Mezentins. All alive himſelf, he was tied to 
a corpſe, which. he was fated to drag about witn 


him, ſcene after ſcene, which weighed him 
down, and depreſſed his vigour. Miſs Farxen,. 


* 


too, Who might animate any thing but a ſoul of” 


lead, and a face of iron, experienced the ſame 


fate. | 


E could proceed, and argue, and reaſon, and 


diſcuſs, and tire the reader, as I have tired my- 


ſelf (it is now, my good friend, one o'clock in 
the morning) to prove, further, that Mr. 
KEM BLE was unſound in my cauſe, and that he 


4 ruined my Play: — But Iwill deſiſt here. I think 


I have preſed enough to manifeſt that my argu- 


They who are W in Dramaticis 
t Tha 


* 


ve made a fair extenua- 


I hope, be convinced that I have ſet. down. 


Ihe only queſtion that may arife | 
materially, the credit of all I have ſaid, is 


— 


nought in malice. FC 
to ſhake, 
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& How is it probable that Mr. EeMsLe ſhould 
injure you thus, without 1 Is it in 
nature? Is it in man?” I can merely anſwer 


that I am unconſcious of having given him cauſe 


for provocation; that if I have given him-cauſe, 
he has taken a bad mode of revenge; that V 
KemMBLE's nature has frequently puzzled 
my obſervation upon it; and that I thinl 
a very extraordinary man. 
But let him take this with him, ſhould this 
orudely written Preface ever fall in his way. 
T have committed it to paper currente calams. 
I mean no alluſion, no epithet, to apply to him 
as a private individual. As a private individual 
I give him not that notice which it might, here, 
be impertinent to beſtow :—but I have an un- 
- doubted right to diſcuſs his merits, or demerits, 
in his publick capacities of Manager and Accor: 
and my cauſe of complaint gives me a good 
reaſon as well as right. His want of conduct, 
his neglect, his injuſtice, his oppreſſion, his 
fineſſe, his perſon, his face, are in this point of 
view all open to my animadverſion. 5 


« Is 4 my goods, | my chattels of 5 
* My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my am tb. 


And I would animadvert till further, did I 
not think I had already ſaid ſufficient to gain the 
object of guarding my own reputation. That 
object has ſolely ſwayed me in dwelling ſo long 

upon a ae tale, encumbered with ſo 
fatiguing a Hero as JOHN KEM EEE. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


70 THE READER 


— 


1 AM indebted for the 5 of this 
Play to a Novel entitled “ Things as they are, 
or the Adventures of Caleb Williams; written by 
William Godwin.” Much of Mr. Gopwin's 
| ſtory I have omitted; much, which I have 
adopted, I have compreſſed much I have 
added; and much I ha ave: taken the avg 6 to 
alter. 

All this: 1 did that 1 might fir it, in the beſt 
of my judgment, to the ſtage. = | 
I have cautiouſly avoided all tendency to that 
which, vulgarly, (and wrongly, in many in- 
ſtances) is termed Politicks; with which, many 
have told me, Caleb Williams teems. „ 

The ſtage has, now, no buſineſs with Poli- 
ticks: and, ſhould a Dramatick Author n- 
deavour to dabble in them, it is the Lord 
Chamberlain's office to check his attempts, 
before they meet the eye of the Publick. I - 
peruſed Mr. Go wix's book, as a tale replete 
with intereſting incident, INgentgus in its arrange- 

. ment, 
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ment, maſterly in its delineation of character, 
and forcible in its language. I conſidered it as 
right of Common; and, by a title which cuſ- 
tom has given to Dramatiſts, I encloſed it 
within my theatrical paling. However I may 
have tilled the land, I truſt. he diſcovers no 
intentional injury to him, in my proceeding. 
To all the Performers (excepting Mr. 
KEmMBLE) I offer my hearty thanks for their 
exertions; which would have ſerved me more, 
had not an actor, dart as Erebus,” caſt a 
gloom upon them, which none of their efforts, 
however brilliant, could entirely diſperſe. 

But this does not diminiſh my obligations to 
them :—ſo much, indeed, I owe to them, that, 
when the Play was laſt performed, it was riſing, 
ſpite of Erebus, in favour with the Town. 
It was, then, advertiſed, day after day, at the 
bottom of the Play- bills, for repetition, till the 
promiſſory advertiſement became laughable; 
and, at length, the Advertiſement and the Play 
were dropt together. VVV 

If, after the foregoing Preface, I ſhould at a 
future period, bring the Play forward in the 
Hay- market Theatre, I am fully aware of the 
numbers who from party and pique, may now 
oppoſe it. J am aware, too, of the weight 
which a firſt impreſſion leaves upon the minds 


of the moſt candid:— Still, fo ſtrong is my 


confidence in the genuine deciſion of a London 
audience, who have a fair opportunity of ex- 
erciſmg their judgment and feelings, (which 
they have not had, yet, in reſpect to this Play) 
that I believe I ſhall venture an appeal. 
The Piece is, now, printed as it was acted 
on the firſt night; that they who peruſe n wn 
„ N decide 


— 


— 


ADVERTISEMENT. xxvil 


decide whether, even in that ſhape, (with all 


| the misfortunes, before enumerated, with which 


it was doomed to ſtruggle) it ſhould be, for ever, 
conſigned to moulder on the ſhelf,  _ 

The Songs, Duets, and Choruſſes, are in- 
tended merely as vehicles for muſical effect. 
Some criticks have - pompouſly called them 
Lyrick Poetry—that by raiſing them to dignity 
they may more effeQually degrade them: as 
men lift a ſtone very higli, before they let it 
fall, when they would completely daſh it to 
pieces. | 

I, now, leave the gentle reader to the peruſal 
of the Play—and, leſt my Father's memory 
may be injured by miſtakes ;- and, in the con- 
fuſion of after- times, the Tran/lator of Terence, 
and the Author of The Fealous Wife, be ſup- 
poſed guilty of the Iron Cbeſt; I ſhall, were 1 
to reach the Patriarchal longevity of Methuſa- 
leh, continue (in all my Dramatick publications) 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


The inſide of \ RawBotp's CorTace. Several 


children, ſqualid and beggarly, diſcovered: in 


_ different parts of the room: ſonie aſteep.— 
DAME RAWBOLD Aae leaning over the 


_ embers of the fire: : 


A-narrow flair-caſe in the back ſcene. 


ARBARA ſeated near her. © 
SAMsON landing in ibe front of the fage- ; 


taper. 


burning. The whole ws me poverty. 


9 1 1 | 


Firſt Boy. 
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. E ts 5 the taper s li Batt! 


The hour-glaſs I have turm d to-ni by. 4 
Where's father ?, 5 550 "uy 3 


Samſon. He's gone out to roam : 7 het 7 


4-4 


V he have luck, 
Hell bring a Buck, . 
Lon his lufty , len, ö 5 
: D 3 The. 
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2 _ _ THE IRON CHEST. 


The different voices. 
Home ! home ! 

He comes not hame !. „ 

Hark ! from the woodland vale below, — 

The dijtant « clock ſounds,” dull, and flow i : 

£ Bom ! Bome : / Bone * 


Sem. Five o'clock, and father not yet returned 
from New Foreſt! An he come not ſhortly, the Sun 
will rife, and roaſt the veniſon on his ſhoulders, 
Siſter Barbara !—Well, you rich men have no bowels 
for us lowly! they little think; while they are gorg- 


ing on the fat haunch of a goodly buck, what fatigues 


we poor honeſt ſouls undergo in dealing it —W by, 
ſiſter Barbara! 

Bar. I am here brother Samſon, (getting up.) 
Sam. Here! marry, out upon FOB. for an idle 
e why, vou crawl like a ſnaſll. 

Har. 1 ce, now, do not chide me, 6 

Fan. lis my humour. Lam father's. head man 
in bis poaching. The rubs I rake from him, who is 


above me, I hand down to you, who are below me. 


*Tis the way of office where every miſerable devil 
domineers- it over the next more miſerable devil 
that's under him. You may fcold ſiſter Margery, an 
you will—ſbe's your younger by a twelvemonth./ 
Bar. Truly brother, I would not make any one 
unhappy, for the world. Jam content to do Wane | 
I can to pleaſe ; and to mind the houſe. 
Sam. Truly, a weighty matter! Thou art een 


eng to hang thyſelf, . for want of ſomething to 


while away > What haſt thou much more to do 
than to trim the faggots, nurſe thy mother, boil the 


pot, patch our jackets, kill the poultry, cure the 


hogs, feed the pigs, 2nd comb. the children? 
Bar, Many might think That n no ſmall charge, 
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Sam. A mere nothing, —While father and I (bate 
us but the mother and children) have the credit of 
purloining every ſingle thing that you have the care 
of. We are up early, and down late, in the exerciſe 
of our N 


Bar. wiſh e father ane you: would give up the | 
| — | 


W Noakthivrs f is one keen argument to prevent 


. What's that, brother? NS 
Sam. | Hunger. Wouldft have us be rogues, and 
let our family ſtarve? Give up poaching and deer- 
ſtealing ! Oons! doſt think we have no conſcience? 
Yonder ſits mother, poor ſoul—old, helpleſs, and 
craz 

ig" ay Alas! brother, 158 heareagabing to look 
upon her. This very time three years the got her 
maim. It was a piteous tempeſt, 

Fam. Aye — twas rough weather. | | 

Bar. | never paſs the old oak that was doit 
chat night, in the ſtorm, but I am ready to weep. 

It remembers me of the, time. when all eur poor 
family went to ruin. 

Sam Piſh—no matter: The Stage was blown 
| down—the barn fired—father undone.—Well, land- 
lords are flinty hearted—no help! what then > We 
live, don't we? ( 'ſullenty.) © 
Bar. Troth, brother, very ſadly. Father has 
grown deſperate ; all is fallen to decay. We live by 
* Pilfering on the Foreſt—and our poor mother diſtraQ- * 
ed, and unable to ſook to the houſe. The rafter, 

which fell in che ſtorm, ſtruck ſo heavy upon her 
brain, 1 fear me, twill never again be ſettled. 

Marg. Children! Barbara! wheres my eldeſt 
daughter? She is my darling. 

Bar. I am here, mother. mY 

Sam. Peace, fool! you know he's didtivg,” 73 
Moti. Look to the cattle, Barbara! We muſt to 
market to-morrow. My huſband's'a neh man. We 
: nt we thrive! Ha, " IST 2 <a 


* 
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Bar. Oh brother! I cannst bear to ſee her thus 
though, alas! we have In been uſed. to. it. The 
little ones too—ſcarce e ee ee en Nies: | 
ſtarving !—Indeed, we are a very wretched family. 
Sam. Hark! Methought I heard a tread. Hiſt? 
be wary. We muſt not open in haſte, for fear of 


„ knack at the Cottage door.) 
: DUET. Ys 
Samſon. Who knocks at this 13 „ 
Rawbold (without) 4 friend. 
Samſon. Heu aul Wwe Enorou, , 
A friend from foe ? 
A ſignal. you muſt roo „ 
Ravbold (withous:): F ES = Attend. 


(Raubbold gives ts FO which daf 
5 e Aang ing at intervals. J Oh 


PTY n tao, three! 


n by f 


| Give me the word we fart to nigh, 


'Tis Rocbuck (in a Wiler to Barbara * 


| Rawbold' (without,), Roebuck, . 

R Samſon. gs Tas it rig his + 

EN) Enter now by candle-lig "A Een. '* 
= Rawbold. Oden now, hy candlelight. i bd" 
| Samſon ens the uu, Ravbold entre. 5 
Raw. Bar the door. So, Gofely. | v 0 8. 
Sam. What ſucceſs, father s B + 


Raab. Good; my a far's: r 


py , Mah. O brave huſband ! 1 the 
Hat b (am ſhalt be made. «knight and 1 a lady. 
| a | 


Raw. 


i mee ere et 


THE IRON CHEST. 5 


Raw. Reſt, reſt, poor ſoul! How you ſtand! 

(to Samſon) The chair, Wbr gander. 

ban. (to Barbara) Why, how you ſtand ! the 5 

| chair, you gander ! 

EW (They bring Rawbold a chair : he fits. 
Raw. Here—take my gun— tis unſcrewed.— 

The keepers are abragd. 1 had ſcarce time to Wl it 

in my pocket. 

f He pulls the gun from a + pocket e Ws coat, in 
three pieces, which Samſon ſcrews together, white 
they are talking.) 

Fie! 'tis ſharp work! Barbara, vou jade, come 
hither. 

Sam. Barbara, you * come hither.. 
Raw. Who bid thee chide her, lout! Kis th 
old father, wench. Kiſs me 1 ſay —So—why doſt 
tremble? I am as rough as a tempeſt. Evil fortune 
has blown my lowring nature into curbulence : but 
thou art a bloſſom that doſt bend thy head ſo ſweetly 
under my gults of -pulion, tis pity they thould eber 
harm thee: +: 

Bar. - Indeed, father, 1 at- glas to ſee you ſafe 
returned. | | 
Na. '| beide thee. Take the keys. Go to 

the locker, 1 in the loft, and Wong me a glaſs to recruit 

8 l A e outs 
Sam. Well, Cater 3 ſo 
| | Rew. Peace. I ha' thor a buck. 

| Sam. O rare! Of all the ſure aims on the 

borders of the New Foreſt, here, give me old 

Gilbert Rawbold ; thaugh I, who am his ſon, ſay it, 

that ſhould not fay it—Where have you ſtow'd 

him, father? 

Raw. Under the 88 beldbd'che bötrl. Kade 
night again, we will dra him in, crak 1 have 
been watch'd. _ 7 

Sam. Watch'd! ©, the obo? our e 
will be ſpoiled if the Groom-Kcepers by after us. 
* law will perſccute us, father, 


"Bibb 
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Raw, Dol know 3 
Sam. What, Sir Edward Mortimer? Pl fare. 


ſhut himſelf up in melancholy. Sees no rich, and 
does ſo much good to the poor. 

Raw. He has done me nought but ook A gun 
cannot be carried on the bo er, here, but he has 
ſcent on't at a league's diftance, He is a thorn to me. 
His ſcouts this night were after me all on the watch. 
Pl ye revenged—l'Ill-So, the brandy. 


Fav. (after arin ing Tis right, ifaith! 
Sam. That 'tis III“ be ſworn; for 1 ſmi wet 
it myſelf. We do not live to near "oO (conſt for 
nothing. | 
Raw. 'Sir Edward eue * to oY: 7 
Bar. Sir Edward en en 1 O, dear father, 
What of him? FE I 
Raw. Aye, now thou art all 8 Thou 
would'ſt hear ſome what of that fmoorh-tongued: 
fellow, his ſecretary—his clerk, Wilford ; whom 
thou ſo often meet'ſt in the foreſt. \ 1 have news 


thou wouldſt betray me to him, 1 warrant nr ;—conſpire 
againſt your father. | 

Sam, Aye; conſpire againſt. our father—ard: 
Four tender loving brother, you viper, you! - 

Bar. Beſhrew me, father, I meant no harm: 

| and, indeed, indeed, Wilford is as handſome a 

1 mean as good a youth as ever breathed. If I. 
thought he meant ill by you, I ſhould hate him. 
Raw. When didft ſee him laſt Speak! 


read with him the book of ſonnets he gave me. 


any; 


- 


Bar. You terrify me fo, father, Lam ſcarce able 
to ſpeak, Yeſternoon, by the copſe. "Twas but to. 


He is head Keeper of the Foreſt. Pis he who has 


Euter BARBARA, wwith-the Liquer ; 


on't. Look how you walk thither again. What, 


r 


Sam. That's the way your fly, grave rogues, . } 
work | into the hearta of the an I never knew | 
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good come of a girl's s reading ſonnets, with a 
2 clerk, under a copſe. | 
Raw. Let me hear no more of your meetings. 
I am content to think you would not plot my undoing. 
Bar. I?—O father! | 
| Raw. But he may plot yours. Mark me For- 
tune has thruſt me forth to prowl, like the wolf; — 
but the wolf is anxious for its young I am an 
outcaſt whom hunger has hardened. violate the 
law; but feeling is not dead within me: and, cal- 
Jous villain as 1 am accounted, I would tear that 
greater villain piecemeal, who would violate - my 
child, and rob an old man of the little remains of 
comfort, wretchedneſs has left him. o% 
(A knocking at the door. A voice ; without, 
Hilliho! ho!) 
Nose How now! 
Sam. There! an they be not after us already. 
PH—We have talk'd, too, *till tis broad day light. 
Milford ( without )/ Open, good maſter Raw 


bold;; I would ſpeak to you ſuddenly. 


3 Br. O heaven! is the voice of Wilford him- 
elf. 


Raw. Wilford! Pam 1 on't Now he all 


Pam glad on't. Open the door: Quickly, I fay. 
He ſhall ſmart for-it. 3 


Sam. Are you mad, father? Tis we ſhall ſmart | 


for it. Let in the keeper's head man! The hind+ 


quarter of a buck. has hung theſe fourteen days, in | 
the pantry. e 


Raw. Open, I ſay. N 
Sam. O Lord! I 406 any feeretary's noſe not to 


_ veniſon the moment tis thruſt into our 
nove | 


| 


Sausox opens the door. Enter Würonp. 


' Wilf. Save you, good people, You are Gilden 1 
Ne us Teak i, OO 


Raw, 


— 
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1 Abe I m Vour meſſage here, young man, 
| bodes me no good: but I am Gilbert Rawbol nd 


j . here's my daughter. Do'ſt know her ?;²x 
4 Mill. Ah, Barbara, goed wench ! how fares itt 
1} 2 with you ? 


ili Nav, Look on her 8 confule your on 
| conſcience. - Tis difficult, haply, for a nee to 
: find one. You are a villain. 
i, You lie. Hold, Lcrave. . on are 
Wi her father. She is innocent, and you are unhapp 
I reſpect virtue and misfortune too much to ſhook the ; 
one or inſult the other.. I 
" Raw. Sdeath! why meet my. daughter in the , 
foreſt ? a 
Milf. Becauſe 1 love ber. 
Raw. And would ruin her. 
Wilf. That's a ſtrange way of ſhewin one's 
love, methinks. I have a fimple notion, Gilbert, 
that the thought of having taken a baſe advantage of 
a poor girks affe ction might go nigh to break a man's 
ſleep, and give him unquiet dreams: now, I love my 
- "Night's reſt, and ſhall do nothing to diſturb it. 
Raw. Would'ſt not poiſon her mind? vs 
Milf. Tis not my method, friend, of ter ä 
a patient. Look ye, Gilbert; Her mind is a fair 
. flower, ſtuck in the rude ſoil, here, of ſurrounding 
= _ ignorance, and ſmiling in the -chi]l of poverty 


Ss . 


wwe 


poſſeſs of coinfort and information. My parents were 

poor like her's; Should occaſion ſerve, I migbt, 

haply, were all parties agreed, make her my wife. 

To offer aught elle would affect her, you, and myſelf; 
and I have no talent at co three people uoealy t 
at the ſame time. 


are friends, 
e dear father 0 
Wl Raw. Be ſilent. Now to your + ered. Tis 
wt - - from Mortimer. f Fane 


| | Wt . 1 come from vir Edward, | 
| 
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I would feign cheer it with the little ſun-ſhine I 


Raw. Your. hand, On your o own e we 


Pn 
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' Raw.” I know his milice. | He would 6ppfeſs me 


with his power. He would ſtarve me and my 


family. Search my houſe. | ++ 6k 

Sam. No, father, no, You forget the hind 
quarter in the pantry. _ | (Afide ) 
Nau. Let him do his worſt : hut let him beware. 
Amn: ² 8 

Wilf. - Harkye—he is my maſter. I owe him 
my gratitude ;—every thing: —and had you been 
any but my Barbara's father, and ſpoken ſo much 
againſt him, my indignation had work'd into my 
knuckles, and cram'd the werds down your ' ruſty 
throat. 1 1 | | \ 


F - 


Sam. I do begin to perceive. how this will end. 


Father will knock down the ſecretary. as flat as a 


- back; 5; 


Raw. Why am 1 ſingled. out? Is there no mark 
for the-vengeance of office to ſhoot its ſhaft at but me. 
This morning, as he dog'd me in the foreſt - 


Wilf. Huſh, Rawbold. Keep your counſel.— 


Should you make it publick he mutt notice it. 

| Raw. Did he not notice ii? 
Wilf. No matter—but. he has ſent me thus early, 
Gilbert, with this relief to your diſtreſſes, which he 


| has heard of. Here are twenty marks for you and 


our e 
Raw. From Sir Edward Mortimer? | 
Wilf. Tis his way ;—but he would not have it 
mention d. He is one of thoſe judges who, in 


their office, will never warp the Jaw to ſave offenders; 


but his private eharity bids him aſſiſt the needy, 


before their neceſſities drive them to crimes which 


his public duty muſt puniſh. 


Raw... Did Niet mer do-this 1 did be! heaven 


bleſs him! Oh, young man, if you knew half the 


— — 


miſery—my wife my children Shame on't I I have 


ſtood many a tug, but the drops now fall in ſpite of 


me. I am not ungrateful; but I cannot ſtand it. 


We will talk of Barbara When 1 have more man 


about me. (Exit up the ſtair- caſe. 
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Ni. Fatewell. 1 muſs home ta the lodge 
e Ere this, I warrant, Iam wat fer; 5 
"'Zor. Tame. 3 


* . — : S. 2 2 
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3 THP Sn large whe bile t med y 
. The bout mw fourifhes his flu; 
The punchy | parſon waddles from his . 
. and heated; with his laſt night's als. 
4 Adieu l adieu! 7 muſh be going ; | 
5 Tue dapper village cock is crowing. 
| Allieu, my Al- Hanbara F 


Bs 3 Barbara. 
„ Adieu . Avant you think OTE 
| The lowly cottage, when you're gone. 
Where two old Oaks, with ivy dect, 
Their branches o er the roof proj ed, 


I pray, good fir, juſt recollef, 
That there 5 1155 Barbara. 


8 1 too, 1 Sin, in e and ſnather 
Cs, d u tender —bving brother. 


En 4's Firf Boys. e Samſon. 
10s . | 3 lock 1 the ſun, aloof, 


- a * 
4 7 


* 


14 „ 216-6; ln 8 the-crannies of the 1 
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Chilaren, Give us ford, good brother, pray 1 
Samſon. Oh, fire and faggot ! what 4 ſeuallins ? 7 
Barbara. Do not chide m. 
Samfon. Daum their bawling 3 
| Fokttichs there's no balking : 

1 Ta I could flop their mouths with talking + 

© But very good meat w cent per cent, 

Dearer than very argument. 
Willord.” Adieu, udien, wg, going; 
The dapper villine apc is crowing. 
| Aaieu, my bittle Barbare! © og 
Barbara. Oh, think on Htle Barbara. j | 
Children. Give us od ; „ be 
Samſon, Sg Curſe their fqualling, 
Wilford and Barbara. Adieu } aden 
Samfon. - Damm their bawling. 


wehe. Wilford, and Al 
Adieu, my line Nr? z 


Oh, * on litile Barbara 
You'll think on little Barbara. 


SCENE II. 5 old faftiened Hall, mn Sir 
| EDwW AD MoxTIMER's Lodge. 


Several Servants croſs the Stage, with Flaggmis 
n 2 2 Meat, &c. & e. 


den A WinTERTON, by 


Min.. Softly, 2 ly! See yon at none 
aof the ſtone Nay, tis plain your owt 
e be A a by your ſkuttling thus. A 
goodly morning y. yon giddy-pated knave, 
5 — of the. ſervants) is it fo 5 — a diſh f | 
4 No heed of our good maſter, Sir Edward | 
imer's ware? Fie, Peter Piekbene, he ! 


„ E 2 SE Ser: | 
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Be, I am in (haſte, maſter, Seward, to break 
my faſt, 

Wint. To 1 5 5 thy faſt th 7 BA thy. ack. i 
ſhould ſeem. Ha! ha! good: faith !—Go thy. ways, 
knave! (Exit ſervant.) +Fis. thus the rogues ever 
have me. I would fei gn be angry with them, but, 
ſtraight a merry jeſt paſſeth acroſs me, and my choler 
is over. To break thy neck it ſhould ſeem !: ha, ha! 
etwas well conceited, by St. Thomas !——My, table- 
book; for the bufineſs of the day, Ah, my memory 
holds not as it did. It needs the ſpur. (Looking over 
his book.) Nine and forty. years have I been houſe- 
ſteward and butler. Let ine ſee.—Six winters ago, 
come Chriſtmas eve, died my old maſter, Sir Marma- 
duke — Ah! he was a heavy loſs. I look'd to dro 
before him. He was hale and tough :—but, 4 
beaven, I ha' ſeen him out, my dear old maſter! 
Let me ſee my tables: (Looking over ones FREE. 


. When birds do carrol on the buſh, - 
- Witha heigh no nonny nee of 


. * 10 l $ or N OE 93 8 


15 2 nter Cook. 5 525 


Cook. ads Steward! Good Poller Wiaeerton? 

 Wint. Who calls merry old Adam Winterton ? 
Ha, Jacob Cook! Well bethought—the dinner, 
Nay, I bear a brain: thinking men will combine. 
Fnever ſee Jacob Cook but i it reminds nie of ordefing 
dinner. We muſt have hat ſay my tables 
we muſt have, Jacob Nay, by St. Thomas, I 
perceive twas Chriſtmas eve ſevwen years died my 
good old maſter, Sir Marmaduke. 

Cook. I pray you diſpatch ine, good maſter 
: ſtewards I would-beſtir in time. 
mim. Then | would counſel thee to riſe eker, 
Jacob; for truth to fay thou art a ſluggard. Ha? 
good bfaithl—Let me ſee ;=Dinner—oh! Haſt thou = 
7 alley the We: : order'd anon io 34h pn bs 
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K Cook. All kill'd, and ready: but will not Sir 

5 Edward Mortimer pall on his diet? Tis the very 

i ſame bill of fare we ſerv'd yeſterday. 

Gs Mint. Hey—let me fſce—l have ſettled the 85 
i dinners throughout the week in my tables; Now, 

» by our lady, I have miſtaken, and read Thurſday 


twice over I—Ha! hal 4A peſtilence upon me! 
Well, Sir Edward, (heaven bleſs him!) muſt bear 
with me. He muſt een dine to-day on what he 
dined on yeſterday !—tis t60- rand io be changed. 
Get thee gone, knave, get thee | 
Cool. Going out. })—Age has fo ee chis old 
dry-bones he'll ſhortly tumble from the ſpit.— 
« Thurſday twice over!“ This comes of being 
able to read. An old buzzard! . 
Wint. Theſe fatigues of office ſomewhat wear 
2 man. 1 have had a long leaſe ont. I ha? ſeen out 
Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth, and King James. 
'Tis Cen almoſt time that I ſhould retire, to begin to 
enjoy myſelf. Eh! by St. Thomas! hither trips the 
fair miſtreſs Blanch. Of all the waiting gentle- 
women Lever looked on, during the two laſt reigns, 
none ſtird my faney like this little roſe · bud. 


Enter Blansb. 


| Wanch, A good day, good: Adam Wintern 
Mint. What wag} what: tulip!: I never lee hee 
but am a ſcore of years uche younge. 
Blanch. Nay, then, let us not meet often, or you, 
will ſoon be in your ſecond child- hood. 
Mint. What, you come from your miſtreſs, e 
Lady Helen, in the foreſt here; and would 8 
with Sir ERS Mortimer, I warrant ?- © 
Blanch. I would. Is bis e worthip 
ſtirring yet? 
. Mini. . yow mad-cap ! He 1s- my maſter yo 
pour Lady's friend. fi 
' Blanc. Yew truly, My bas 5 only one poor 
| adp: be ** now the is left an orphan: Ar; 
E 3 Mint. 


1 
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Mint. A bleſſing on his heart! 1 would it were 
werrier. Well, 4 is much beholden to Sir Edward 
for his conſolatio#: and he never affords her his 
advice but his bounty is ſure to follow it. 
Blanchi. Juſt fo a crow will nouriſh” its neſtling: 
be eroaks firit, and then gives her ſood. 
int. Ha, ha! good i' faith — but wicked. Thy 
company will corrupt, and lead me aſtray. Should 
they happen to marry, (and Þ have my fancies our, 
I'll dance a galliard with thee in the hall, on the 
round Oak table, Sbud ! when I was a youth, 
TI would ha? caper'd with St. Vitus, and beat him.” 
Blanc. Jou are as likely to dance, now, as they 
| 20 marry. © What has hindered them, if the parties 
be agreed ?—yet I have, now, been with my miſtreſs 
theſe two years; ſince Sir Edward firſt came hither, 
and placed her in the cottage, hard by his lodge. 
Mint. Tuſh! family reaſons.— Thou knoweſt 
nothing: thou art ſcarce cateh'd. Two' years back, 
when we came from Kent, and Sir Edward firtt 
; entered on his office, here, of Head Keeper; thou 
wert a Colt, running wild about New Foreſt. I 
hired you myſelf to attend on madam Helen. 
Blanch. Nay I ſhall never forget it. But you 
were as frolickſome, then, as I, methinks. Doſt 
remember the box on the ear I gave thee, Adam? 
Mint. Peace, peace, you pie! an you prate 


thus El dee 1 will, by St. Thomas! 


Blanch. An I be inclined to the comb d 0 not. 
.thinkyou are able to ſtop it. 


Mint. Out, you baggage! - thou haſt more evicks | 
than a kitten. Well, go thy ways: Sir Edward i is 
at his ſtudy, and there thou wilt find him. Ab, 
miſtreſs Blanch! had you but _ me in the wy 
Part of Queen Elizabeth's reiggn n 
Blanch. How old art thou now, Adam 
A int. Four ſeore, come Martlemas: and, by 
ou Lady, I c#n run with a lapwing. 
Blanch. Canſt thou Well fad !—Thou art a 
merry old man, and _ DATE: * of . on one 
| conckion, 4 = 
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Wint. Shall 1! odſbub, name it, and *tis mine, 

Blanck: Then, catch me. Runs of. 

Mint. Peſtilence ont! there was a time when my 
legs had ſerwd : but, to ſpeak truth, I never thruſt 
them, now, into my ſcarlet hoſe that they do not 


remember me of two ſticks of red fealing-wax, 


1 Was a clean limb'd- ſtripling. when firſt ſtood 
behind Sir ae arm FRO in Woke old Os 
A ee Xt : 


2 


2 


| SIR Marmaduke as a hearty Knights 5 

2 Dead man] Old man * 

He's s painted flanding bolt upriglt, 
With his thoſe roll d duer his hnee ; — | 


| 1 is Perriæuig's as white as chalk ; 


nd on his i, he holds . * 


Aud he looks like _ head * 


ih = hf SONS wo le ents 
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His e Was 4 ana ads; 
- Good man Old man}! ibis 
| His Spaniels lay by the fire-fide — 
Y And in other parts, d e fee, 
2 5 1 bows, tobacco pipes, old hat, ö 
4 er Ais wife, and à litter of cats . 


- 


WHILE l And ale 125 bets head | 
Toy 0 WT 4 "If 40 977 kl. an Th | 1155 Ka IE 
l Ee newer Aenne any fun: FR gate PE le” 
„„ wOwd man O/Z man}: =; 
£429, 7-71 Bas We e ready to break the pate | ; 
f his Country's enemy, © 92 | 
- What #night could. do a better thin — 
7 hin ene the poor, and fight u his u, 
4404} e Dee ee | 
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- Buter Wilferd. 1 5 


— Every now act of Sir Edward's 3 ſets _ 
me a thinking; and the more I think the more l am 
puzzled. . ſtrange that a man ſhould be ſo ill at 
. who is continually doing good. At times, the 
wild glare of his eye is frigheful; and, laſt night, 


: 
* 


when 1 was 1 for him, in the library, L could: 


-_ en 5 


not help fancying I was ſhut up with the devil — 


I would ſtake my life there's a ſecret; and I could 


almoſt give my life to unravel it. I muſt to him for LE 


my morning's.employment, - {Croffing thie Hage... 
Wi nt: Ah! 15 Wilford! en, whither | 


Mr. Wineenon Ae, marry, this good! noe 


dn — has the elue, could I but coax aim to give It 


me. -A good morning ra e r . 
Pint. CA and Js ro alive; boy. Come, 


thou ſhalt have a cup. of 3 from wp corner 
eup- board, yonder. | | 


Wilf. Not a drop. 
Wint. Troth, i bear thee a good will . thy 


| honeſt old dead Cabo fake 


mig. I do thankfully a- ir, Sir. Vour 
placing me in Sir Edward's 


ago, when Wade and my" me friend- 


lefs, will neuer aut of my memory; . 


Mint. Tut, box, na merit of mine in a. ailing, 
the friendleſs. ?Tis.oup duty, child. I could: never 


5 abide to ſee honeſt induſtry chop fallen. Flote to 


a 5 have folks merry about me, to my. heart. 


| our good maſter. 
- dameſtick—the : 


told oy a en, af * . not have they 


. 


Wilf.. l wii, © er ae could _ fome mirch / into- 


Vou are an old 
one he l he wich him, two: 
ears back, from Kent, —and might venture to give 
is aue 2 jog. * e e Rat ſplecn. and 


oly. 
1 Vou _ a: 


a have 


—_ 


Gon nine months. 
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curious about our worthy maſter's humour. By my 


troth, 1 am angry with thee. What a boy like you? 
 —2—— Thou haſt put me in choler. Continue 
this, and PT undo thee ;— Pi un——ſbud !, PI. un- 
protect thee.—Ha, good, ifaith }, nay, marry,” my 
rage holds not long : :—flaſh and out again. Unpro- 
tect thee hal twas exceeding good by St. Thomas! 
Wilf. I ſhould ceaſe. to pry, Sir, would you but 
| once, (as ] think you bave more than once 2 87 
inclined) gratify my much raiſed curioſit. 
Vint. Well ſaid, 'ifaith, I do not doubt hes: 
J warrant thou wouldſt ceaſe to enquire, When I 
had told thee all thou wouldſt know. What, green- 
horn, didſt think to trap the old mani—Go thy 
ways, boy! I have a head.— Old Adam Winterton | 
can ſift a ſubtle ſpeech. to the bottom. : 
Milf. Ah, good fir, you need not tell me that 
Young as I am, I can admire that experience, in 
apother, which L want myſelf. Thar rid - 
Mint. There is fomething marvellous engaging. in 
chi young. man. ' You have a world of promiſe, boy. 
Ar years a ad in Queen Elizabeth's time, I was 
juſt ſuch anot I remember Marian Potpan, the 
farmer's * of Stocks Green, was then 
enamour'd of me. Well, beware how you offend 


Sir Edward. 


Wilf. 1 would not, willingly; for the world. F 
He has been the kindeſt maſter to me. He has in- 
form'd my mind, relievd my diſtreſſes,  cloath'd me, 
ſhelter'd me — but, whilſt my fortunes ripen in the 
warmth of his _ the frozen you 1 his 
countenance chill 1 

Mint. Well, —— take heed bow you prate bo t. 
Out on theſe babbling boys! There is no enen 
a ſecret, with younkers in a family. _ 

Milf. (very eagerly. What then there 16 a 
e l— Tis as | gueſſed after all. | 
_— nt. Why, how now, hot-head 2—Mercy a on wel | 

an this tinder-box boy do not make me ſhake with 

epprebenſion, 161 it thus you take my 2285 "RN 


* ” 


2 — 
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7 walf... Dear fir, tis your counſel which ay 1 
cover. Give me but that; admit me to your confi- 
/ Hence; ſteer me with your adviee, which L ever 
teld excellent, and, with ſuch a pilot, I may fail 
proſperouſſy through a current which, otherwiſe, 
might wreck me. 
Nin. Tis melting to fee how unfledged youth 
will ſhelter irſelf, like @ chicken, under the wing of 
| Tuch a tough old cock as myſelf 1 Well, well, Pl 
think on't, boy. 

Wilf. The old awe Vet, he 9 apace: 
ani 1 1 FRA him 1 1 fir, tis a raw 
morning; and I care not t e the ca 
kindneſs offer d. N eng | 

nt. Aba! lad“ ſayſt thou ſo ? juſt my 
wodeſt bumour when 1 was young. I ever refuſes 

my glaſs at firſt, but I came to i ere I had quitted 
my company. Here's the key of the corner cup- 
board, yonder. See ou do not crack” the dorrle, 
you heedlefs gooſe, yo 

5 (Wierd takes out lenk and gie s.) 

- 4's fill it up. Od! it ſparkles eurioufy.— 
Here's to I prithee, tell me now, Wil- 
ford; didſt ever in thy life ſee à waiting-gentle- 
woman, with a more inviting exe . 1 e 

Mrs Blanch ? 8 

Milf. Here's Mrs: Blanch-{drints;) . 

 Wint, Ah, wag! well, go thy ways! Well, 
when 1 was of thy © | ud! no mat- 
ter; tis paſt, now but here's the little 00s ; 

anch drinks. } a 
Mi, Tis thought, here, Sir Edward means to 
_ her lady, Madame Helen, 

im. Nay, I know not. She has long been 
e ee of him, poor lady? when he was the 
Say, che gallant Sir Edward, in Kent. Ab, well „ 
two years make a wond'reus change! _ 

Wil, Yes, tis a good tough love, nom-a-days, 
that will _ out a. 9 of twelve: months. Win f 

. 
„„ 


* 


* 


. 
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Vini. Away, 1 mean not fo, you giddy pate | 


He is all honour , and 2s ſteady in his courſe as the: 
ſun: yet I wonder ſometimes be can bear to look 
on her. 

55% Eb? why ſo? Did not he bri "g her, 
under his protection, to the Foreſt ; fince, ' * 
the loſt her relations? | 

Mint. Huſh, boy! on your life do not name her 
uncle would ay her relations, | 

Wilf. Her uncle! wherefore? Where's the harm 
in having an-uncle, dead or alive? 

int. Peace, peace | In that uncle lies the "WY 

Wilf. Indeed! how good Adam Winterton * 
I prithee, how? _, 

Mint. Ah! *twas a heavy day! Poor Sir Edward 
is now a broken ſpirit—but if ever a good ſpirit 
walk d the earth in trunk hoſe, he is one. 5 

Milf. Let us drink Sir Edward's health. _ 

Mint. That I would, the! *rwere.a mile to the 
bottom drinks Ha, tis cheering,. i'faith! Well, 
5 1 2 1have eg for thee, boy, for thy father's: 


20d fir! and this uncle, you 18 
2 ut. adam Helen——ab.! there lies the. 
| 3 


Wil,. What miſchief can be. i in him? why, he: 
is dead. 
int. Come nearer—ſee. you prate not now, on 
your life. Our good maſter, Sir Edward, Was 
arraign d on his : account, in open court. l 
lf. Arraign'd! how mean you | „ 
_ Win. . cried —Triedfor———nearer 
yet—his murder. 
Milf, Mu—mu—Murder! ( FISK: the ga 
Mint. Why, what! why, Wilford! out, alas! 
1 boy's paſſion will. betray all!. what, . 
ay! ets. 
Wilf. 'You have eurdled. my. blood l. 
„ ale varlet, thou dareſt not uu er 
dur r warth maſter? 
* ilfe 


— 4 * 
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be: 22 1-1 am his ſecretary. Olten Hons" Vis. 
him at dead midnight, in. his library. The candles 

in the ſockets—and a man glaring upon me who has 
committed mur—ugh!, 

Wi mt. Committed ! Thou art a baſe lying Knave, 
to ſay it: and while I wear a rapier, II 

tuſh! Heaven help me! I forget I am fourſcore. 
Well, well—hear me, pettifh . 14257 me. 8 
look now, thou doſt not attend. 

Mil. LI mark; I mark. 1 7 
Mint. I tell thee, then, our good Sir Edward" 
was beloved in Kent, where he had returned a year 

before from his travels. Madam Helen's uncle was 
hated by all the neighbourhood, rich and 21 5 
A mere e doſt mark me. 
Milf. Like enough: but when babe walk upon 
two legs, the law of the land, thank Heaven! will 
not ſuffer vs to butcher them. 
Mint. Go to, you fire-brand ! Our good maſter 
labour'd all he could, for many a month, to ſoothe 
his turbulence ; but in vain. He pick d a quarrel 
with. Sir Edward, in the publick county aſſembly; 
- nay, the ſtrong ruffian truck him down, and trampled 
on him. Think on that, Wilford ; on our good 
' maſter Sir, Edward, whoſe. great foul was 3 5 o 
burſt with the indignity. : me ; 

Hi. Well, but the end ont. 

Mint. Why, our young maſter took . f = 1 0 
his own | houſe, determined, as it appear d, to ſen 

a challenge to this white-liver'd giant in the morning. 
Nil, | ſee. He kilfd him in a duel. That's 


3 I * 
= 
3 "a * 
f 
a N 
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andther kind of butchery, which the law allows not; 
true 1 ſhndders at, and falſe honour juſtifies. 
Mint. See, now, bow you fly off! Sir Ed ward's 
revenge, boy, was baffled. For his antagoniſt was 
found dead in the ſtreet, that night; killed, by ſome E 
US unknown aſſaſſins, on his return from the aſſembly. 
i, Indeed! unknown aſſaſſin * 
' min:. Nay, tis plain, our good Sir Edward wy 
wy no hand in the 3 act: for” * was N . 
p 0 
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I told you, at the next aſſine. Mercy on me! twas 
a crowded court; and both gents and fimple threw 
up their caps, at his acquital! Heaven be thank d! 
he was cleared beyond. a ſhadow of doubt. -Þ _ 
Wilf. He was; I breathe again. "Twas a happ 
thing. Twas the only way left of cleanſing him 
from a foul ſuſpicion, | 8 
int. Out alas! lad, tis his principal grief. 
He is full of nice feeling, and wy f honour : 
and the thought of being tried, for fuch a crime, has 
iven him his hear's wound. Poor gentleman ! he 
has ſhun'd the world ever ſince. He was once the 
life of all company but now! 
Sir Edward (without) Winterton ! 3 
Mint. Hark! ſome one calls. Out on thee, thou 
| haſt ſunk my ſpirits into my heels. Who calls merry 
od AG ß / TST 
Sir Edward (without) Adam Winterton! come 
hither to me. „C 
int. Nay, by our lady, tis Sir Edward himſelf! 
—Peſlilence on't! if I ſeem ſad now,,'twill be noted. 
I come, good Sir EdW fee. 


% When bird. (not a Mord on thy life)" 
do carrol on the buſh,” __ | 


” 7c 


« With a hey no nonny*——Mercy on me! (Exit. 


Wilf.. My throat's parch'd, and my blood freezes. 
A quart of brandy couldn't moiſten the one nor thaw _ 
the other. This accounts, then, for all. Poor, 
unhappy gentleman! This unravels all, from the 
firſt day of my ſervice - when a deep groan made me 

run into the library, and I found him locking up his 

papers, in the Iron Cheſt, as pale as aſhes. Eh? 
What can be in that cheſt!— Perhaps ſome proof of 
ol ſhudder at the ſuggeſtion. — Tis nor poſſible 
one ſo good can be guilty of know not what to think 
nor what N But curioſity is rouſed, and, 
come what may, I'Il have an eye upon him. (Exit. 


* * ow” 1 * — 
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5 2 a ©. 
1 1 - - o +. 4 


wands 5 sc In 4 Library. 


Sir Ken Aortimef Amwhsered at a ban de 
| Table. ; Adam Winterton attending. | 
More. KF > frſ ugſpaty; ſo ven quit him, 
7 am: 
But caution bim how he offend again. 
729 Keeper of the Foreſt, I ſhould fine kth Aſh 
Mint. Nay, that your _ worſhip ' z, "Hott 
| Mark b wor 2 FER Wacker. Wel, 
Mark but my wor dy poac er. We 
5 Tis you know beſt. 1 e 
fs Mort. Well, well, no matter, Adam ; _— 
5 Ae has a wife, and child. pas 
e e Ah I bleſs your hondur! be : Ds” 
ort. TP killd his dog? 
Mint. . Ayez marry, fir —a lurcher. © © 
Black Martin Io the groom keeper ſhot him; 3 
A perilous good aim. — I warrant me. | 
The e has lived this year upon that ſurcher. 
Poor wretch !—Oh ! well bethought; 
we Walter to me- 
I would employ him: he muſt 905 for me, 1 
On buſineſs of much import. re 2 
int. Lackaday! 
That! it ſhould cbance 01 1 1980 (ay him oth, 
Jo Wincheſter, to buy me flannel hoſe ; 
For winter's comin on. Good lack 1 chat e 
je Should fall ſo — F 5 8 
Mort. Nay, nay, do not It — 
ITis better that e t dun, 3 
Than thy old p 
Mint. Ah you've a kindly bert Ae 
„ Mort. Is Wilford Waiting? e 
"ha Wit... Wilford mercy on me . abe i i ESI 
-Liremble now. to hear his name. He is 3 
Here in the hall, fir. hs - 1 


ee, bens him i in, tor über. 4 


73 [1 


| 1 ; 


Vint. 
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int. I ſhall, fir. 


honeſt ſoul - 


Would feign look cate i my houſe's gloom, 


* 


Hanes bleſs _ heaven 
bleſs you? | 


Mort. Good el good old heart! This 


And, like a gay and ſturdy ever-green, 
Smiles in the midſt of blaſt, and deſolation, 


Where all around 
wither ! 


Periſh this frail and fiekle frame. k=this clay, 
That, in its droſs- like compound, doth contain 


him withers. Well, 


( Exit. 


well— 6 


The mind's pure ore and eſſence.—Oh ! that mind! 
That mind of man I that god-like Wit of action 
That ſource, whence Learning, inne, Hr, 


©” flow ſm 
Which lifts us to the ſtars; which carries us 
O'er the ſwoln waters of 12 angry deep, 


As ſwallows ſkim the air That Fame „ ſole un 


tain ! 


That doth tranſmit a fair, and ſporleſs.name 


When the vile trunk 1s rotten Give me that! 
Oh! give me but to live, in aſter- age, 3 8 
Remember'd and unſullied Heaven and earth l 4 
Let my pure flame of Honour ſhine in ſtory, 


When I am cold in death—and the flow fire, 


That wears my vitals now, will no more move me 
Than 'twould a corpſe within a monument. 


(A knock at the door of the 1 


How now |! Who's there? Come in. 


Hur Iilfard.). 


Wilford! is't you > You were not wont to knock... 
Wilf. l feard I anghe n * fir. 
Mort. 3 me! 


ſtudies 


Diſturb you at your ſtudies. . 


Mort. Very ſtran 
You v were not uſe to 


38 
7 cautious. 
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T1 never: Ne 1 have learn — 
More. Learnt! 2 
| Wilf. Better manners, fir. I was quite raw, 
When, in your bounty, you firſt ſhelter'd me: 
But, thanks to your great goodneſs, and the jeden, 
Of Mr. Winterton. I ſtill improve, 
And pick up ſomething daily, ; 
Mert. Aye, indeed! "IH 
Winterton !—No he dare not—Hark you, a. 
| (fepping up to his a) 
Watt. Sir! 


(retreating No him ) What am 1 about! 
| E —Oh, bonour ! honour! 
| Thy ville ſhould be ſo uniform, diſplace 
One atom of thee, and the lighteſt breath 
Of a rude peaſant makes thy owner tremble - 
For his whole building. Reach me, from the ſhelf, 
The volume I was bu ed i in, laſt night. 49 
Milf. Laſt night, fir? © 
Mart. Aye ;—it treats of Aller.” 
i Mill. Oh, [ remember, fir—of Macedon, 
| T made ſome extracts, by your order. (goes to the 
1 | Book-Caſe) : 
' Mart. Rooks [+ — 1 4 | 
; (My only commerce, 250 will ll Sun" n rouſe me 
Beyond my nature. I have been ſo warm d, ; 
So heated by a well-turn'd rhapfody, | | 10 | 
That I have ſeem'd the hero of the tale, 
So glowingly deſeribed. Draw me a man 
| Struggling for Fame, attaining, keeping i it, 
Dead ages ſince, and the Hiſtorian 
Decking his memory, in poliſh'd phraſe, 
And I can follow him through every turn, 
SGrow wild in his exploits, myſelf himſelf, 
Until the thick pulſation of my heart 
Wakes me, to ponder on the thing I am. : 
ill. (giving him the book) 5 
To my poor thinking, ſir, this Alexander 
Would * roufe a man to Lage him. 


; 7 
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| Mort. Indeed! why ſo, lad? He is reckaald brave. 
' Wiſe, generous, learn'd, by older heads than thine. _ 
Wilf. I cannot tell, fir :I have but a gleaning. 
He conquer d all the world; but left e. - 
A world of his own paſſions—and they led him, 5 * 
(It ſeems fo there) on petty provocation, 
Even to murder. (Mortimer ftarts——Wi Iford wid he 
exchange loks—=buth 1 8 50 # 
1 have toueh'd . firing— 
Twas una wares I cannot help 9 (abe) 
Mort. (attempting to recover 2 ) Wilford 
— Wilford—{——you miftake the chargQer— 
I. mark you e death and eternal torture? 
(daſhes the book on the floor and ſeizes Wilferd. F: 
Slave! I will:cruſls thee |. pulveriſe thy frame! 
That no vile partiele of prying nature 
May — Hla, bay * will net harm thee, boy 
O, agony |. 267414 (Exits. 
Wilf. Is this the hi gh-flaven honour, and delicate 
feeling, old — talk d of, that cannot bear 
a glance at the trial) Delicate! had I been born 
under a chrotiling planet, I had never ſurvived this 
collaring. This may be guilt. If ſo——well, what 
have I to do with the knowledge ont hat could? 
F do? cut off my benefactor] who gives me bread! 
who is reſpected for his virtues, pitied for his miſ- 
fortunes, loved by his family,” bleſs d by the poor !-— 
Boah he is innocent. This is his pride and ſhame: 
He was acquitted T houſands- witneſs d. it—thouſs 
ands rejoiced at it—thouſands eh: the key left 
in the iron cheſt} -Circumſtance- and myſtery tempt 
me at every turn, Ought I—no matter- Theſe are 
no common incitements and I ſubmit to the impulſe. 
1 heard him ſtride down the ſtairs, It opens with a 
2 I ſee,” Anina erery — (aps 17 2251 
Se! net | "vt ern 43 546 8 my re 
—— mk 7 ni 44 e ie 1 
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| Enter Sir Edward Mortimer.” 
| e Mart, | Thad forgot the key and— 


va - 3 


Cha! by bent r 


"395 Wilford ; ; * 4 72 fol rom 4 N 
( runs uþ to 1 05 halds.it to 1 from 6 Wil- 
ford on his knees, claps detun the lid of the trunk 
ll which he had juſt oped. After an apparent 


Aruggle of mind, Morimer roof the. Piles 
. g | from bim.) n den 7 nl 


= 1 1. Be | | Pais 9 
| | 


* 


| Mark mid he's how: 0d at every eng 

iq And 1 have noted thee too. Thou haſt found 2 5 

(Ce Eknow not how) ſome elue to my diſgrace— 

Aye; my diſgrace - we muſt not mince it . 

| Public diſhonour trod on !—buffeted! 7 

i Then tried as the foul demon who had foila god: 

Mi thanly means of vengeance.” Anguiſh gna ws me: 
"EM Mountains of ſliame are piled upon me Me, 

Who bave made Fame my idol. Twas enough! 

18 But ſomething muſt be ſuper- added. Vou,— 

1 A worm, a viper bave warm'd, muſt plant, 

= In venom'd ſpore, your ſting into my wounds, -- 

Too tender Cen for tenderneſs totouch, e 

And work me into madneſs. Thou wouldſt quits. 

My very flave my very innocence „ „ 


— — 
% p 
* 


| Neter doubted dges nor arraigners. - ; 
'- Wretch! you — this from we. de een, 
1 Fam ſunk Jow enough. 
. Will. "(returning the ty) Oh, fir ! I ever 

5 Honour d and loved you. But I merit all. 
My paſſions burried me I know not whither. B 
Do with me as you pleaſe, my kind, wrong d maſter! 
Diſeard me—thruft we me forth—nay, kill me — 


. > Mort. Kill you 5 
Mil. I know * what I 41 —1 know * this, 
1 That would die to ſerve you. 


Buer 
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Enter, a e 
. [22245 ©: 
Servant. Sir, your brother ere 
Is juft alighted at the Set” wie | 

Mort. My brother! ieee, N 

He could not time it gets: ' Wilford, remember. 
Come, ſhew me to him. (Exit RANT? ſervant... 
Vi f. Remember! I ſhall never while 1 live for- 
et it: nay, I ſhall never while I live forgive myſelf. 
My knees knock together ſtill; and the cold drops 


ſtand on my forehead, like. Tain-water on a Longs 
houſe, _ Fe 


Enter Barbara. 


1 Wilford! 


Wilf. Eh? Barbara! How 3 thou hare 1 
Barb.” With my father, who waits below to ſee 
8 Edward. | 
Milf, — 15 bufied ; | he cannor fee him | 
now. He is with his brother. 
_ * Barb.  Troth, I am ſorry for it. My poor father's 
heart is burſting with gratitude, and he would fain 
eaſe it by pouring out his thanks to his benefaQor. 
Oh, Wilford, eres l 4 happy” ie to N ſuch a 
maſter, as = Edwa : 8 
0 appy? yes I.—I am very appy” 
ru Mercy ! 1 has 8285 befallen you? 
mi, No; nothing. Tis all my eren 
. My happineſs i is like your father's gratitude, We 5 
and, at times, it goes near to choak me. 
| Barb. Nay, Im ſure there's more in this. Bleſs 
me, you Joo pale! 1 cou'dn't bear to ſee 7708: in, 
or uneaſy, Wilford. - _ 
Wilf. Cou dn't you, Buber? Well, wah I ſhall 
be better preſently. Tis nothing of impor. . 
Barb. ruſt me, I hope not. 
mi. Well, queſtion me no more on't now; 1 
Ban Barbara. 1 
; Barb, 5 
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Barb. Believe me, I would not —— you but 
to conſole you, Wilford. I would ſcorn to pry into 
any one's peu much more your's, Wilford, to ſa- 


fia fy a bu curiolity, Though, 1 em told, chere are 
ſuch in he world who would; ! 
Wilf. I am afraid there are, Dark. 


But-come, no more of this. Tis a enge on 
my ſpirits, and will ſoon blow over. 
"Barb. Ah! could I govern your forrunes, foul 
weather ſhould neter harm you. 
Milf. Should not it, ſweet! Kiſs me. Kit. 
her;) The lips of a woman are a forereign oordiaE 
for melancholy. . + 


4 * 
4 


Ll 


DUETT. | 


Wilferd and Barbara. 1 ben 


Wilk. San little Barbara, e you are advancing. 
Sweet little Barbara, my Cares you remove. z "| 


Barb. Poor little Barbara can feet her heart dancings, 
When little Bas bara is met by her love. : 


Will, When Jan 3 be 1 hd Aer wud 06 


Ba . | 125 Kh Ie, 
= r Fat: to you, 72 at 
5 . 3 1 ; And pratile to you, . 5 iro. : 25k NEF 
Z ee your ur grief and care away. a 
Wilf.., - A - 1 Saveet little Barbara, % 3 
Barb. ner Poor little Barbara, De,, 


Wilk. 85 et, 4 Barbara look: all through the nation, 
Care, . ſoon or late, my.love, is ev'ry r 
| Barb. Stwrow and melanchaly, grief and wvexation, | 


Men due are 50n and jolly þ a $5-J0r got. © : 
Wilf. When aue r ae | Nils | 


Barb. firs \ 1 8 8 W 15 | 
4 | Aud pratile to.you, ws 10 1th 2d 
And - your. grief and care away. \-,* 
Wilfe Not on Sweet 7 n 
Barb. | Poor a 


> 3 #* 
6 * I 4 
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SCENE I.—The New Pore. 
| Enter AxMSTRONG and Ons 


AKMSTRONG, 


G0 to] tell chee, Orſon, (as I have told thee 


more than once) thou art too fanguinary. 


Or. And, I tell you, Captain Armſtrong but 
always under favour, you being our Jeader—you are 


too humane. 


Arn. Humanity is ſcarcely counted a fault : if ſo, } 


tis a fault on the right fide. 


0% Umph! perhaps not with us. We are 


5 robbers. 5 


Arm. And why ſhould robbers lack humanity Z, 
They who plunder moſt reſpe& it as a virtue, and 


make a ſhew on't to gild their vices. Lawyers, 


Phyſicians, Placemen, all———all plunder and ſlay, 


but all pretend to humanity. 


- 
— 
* 


Orſ. They are Regulars, and plunder by licence. | 

Arn. Then let us Quacks ſet the regulars a bet- 
ter — | | VVV TTY j 7 wth 
Or. This humanity, Captain, is a high horſe - 
you are ever beſtride upon. Some day, mark my 


word, he'll fling you. 


” — 


Arn. Cruelty 18 a more dangerous beaſt —When F 
the rider's thrown, his brains are kick d out, and no 


* 


one pities him 5 1 

Orſ. Like enough; but your tough horſeman, 
who ventures boldly, is never diſmounted. When 
I am engaged in a deſperate chace, (as we are, 


oY Arm. 


Captain, ) I ſtick at nothing. I hate milk ops. _ 


l 


$6 
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Arm. And love mutiny. Take heed, Orſon, 
1 have before caution'd you not to glance at me. 
Orſ. I ſay nothing: but if ſome eſcape to inform 
inſt us, whom we have rob'd, tis none of my 
Ste Dead men tell no tales. 
: Arm. Wretch! Speak that again, and you ſhall 
tell none. (holds @ carbine to his head) 
Or. Flaſh away !—]I don't fear death. 
Arm. More ſhame for thee z for thou art unfit to 
meet it. 
05. I know my trade. | Ifer powder, ball, and 
rope, at defiance.  . | 
Arm. Brute! You miſtake headſtrong inſenſibility 
for courage. Do not miſtake my horror of it for 
cowardice : for I, who ſhudder at cruelty, will fell 
| Ak boldneſs to the earth, when I ſee you Pra 
Submit. 3 
Of [Jo Thos wot what Nis, 8 told 
you, often, there is ſomething. about. you; awes me. 
cannot te iI. could kill twenty to your one, 
Arm. There tis. Thou wouldſt dart upon 
the weak unguarded man, like a tyger. A ferocious 
animal, whether ;crawling or. ereQ, ever flinks from 
fair oppoſition. .. .- . 
Or/. My courage was never yet doubted, Captain. : 
Your. neryes,. fool. Thou art a mere 
wichine. Could | but give it motion, I would oaks: - 
an oak from the foreſt; | hug elap a flint into it 
heart, and make as bold a Nhe as thou art. Lien 


to my orders. = 
Or/.: I obey. : a 
Arm. Get the to our low. Put on thy . 
— then hie thee to the market town for proviſion, for 
our company. Here Here is part 0 the ſpoil we 
took yeſter-night:: ſee. you bring an honeſt account ob 


* you lay out. ey). 
r e (Ee of | 
n Well, 1 do not doubt TAS here... Our, 
profeſion,, is ſingular 3 its followers do not cheat one 
another. Vou will. not be back till duſk. See you 


fall not on any poor ſtraggling ag as you 07% 
Ti. 


— 
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Orſ. 1 would fait encounter the ſolitary man, 
who is ſometimes wandering. by hight about the 
foreſt. He is rich. | . 
Arn. Not for your life. Tis Sir Edward 
Mortimer, the head keeper. Touch him not; 'tis 
too near home. Beſides; he is no object for plunder. 
have watch'd him, at midnight, ſtealing from his 
lodge, to wander like one crazed. He is good, too, 
to the poor; and ſhould walk unmoleſted by Charity's - 
charter. 'Twere Pity that he who adminiſters to 
neceſſity, all day, ſhould be rifled by neceſſity at 
night. An thou ſhouldſt meet him, charge thee 
ſpare him. | 
Dif I muſt, if it be your order. This fparing 
doctrine will go nigh, at laſt, to ſtarve all the thieves. 
When a man takes to the trade of a wolf, he ſhould 
not go like a lamb to his buſineſs, (Exit. 

Arm. This fellow is a downright villain : Har- 
den'd and,rel-ntleſs. I have felt, in my penury, the 
world trample on me. It has driven me to take that, 
deſperately, which wanting I ſhould flarve. Death! 

my ſpirit cannot. brook to ſee a ſleek knave walk neg- 
ligently by his fellow in miſery, and ſuffer him to rot. 
I will wrench that comfort from him which he will 
not beſtow,—Bur nature puts a bar —Let hiar admi- 


niſter to fy, Fans, and paſs on —1 have done wich | 
him. be WRT 


bod 21 SONG. 


Arnfirong. 


When the Robber his wichen fas noted, 
Mien tlie Free-bonter darts on his f 

Let humanity ſpare the deute; . 

bi ee Le h eee r iv ene 


Since my Bur is 15 penury Blighted, As. 
/ fevord mu}! — sHouny; TEX 1, * 
Wy will ſnateh from the rich man, benighted, ; 
| The gold fe denies to _ want. - 

But 


— T4 


. nn < - = 3, . 
rr n * 


ut ys vl 42 2 
x Seo ya OO Mp nooeme mgm ate cd wa. ch. et 
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But 155 n 775 7 have noted,” 

| b my foot, when on 5 

Lot 3 ſpare the devoted; "a 8325 
Let mercy Ae me 10 Joy... 


| SCENE. 1 The Hall i in „ Sin Epwarp Mo OR- 


5 55 TIMER” > Lodge. F 


Eater Frreigiagpine. | : 


v. Fi File. wal, buſineſs muſt be minded. = he 


ays 


| A tedious ce, methinks.—You fellow! 


4 To a fervant ereffing | the hall 
Ser. Sir! | 
Fits. Where i is Sir Triftful? Where's Don Me- 


lancholy? _ 3 
e Who, ſir? 9 
Fitz. My brother, Bale Sir Edward Mortimer 


; 8 He was with you, but now, " 


Fitz. Sir, I thank you, = 


: That's information. Louts, and ſervin men, 


Can never parley ſtraight. I met a fellow, 
Here, in my way acrols the heath, —a Hind— 
nd aſk'd how far to Lymington: I look e 
e anſwer would have bolted from his chops, _ 

Gur like a pellet from a popgun.—No :— 


He ſtared, and ſcratch'd his empty head, | and cried, 


«© Where do you ceme from? bo brought i in 
my luggage? | 
Serv. It was not I, fir, 
Fits, There They never can! 
Go to your maſter; pray him to diſpa ts 4 
His houſhold- work: te him 1 hate 2 Folios. 


: Plague! when L croſs the country, here, to fee him, 
He leaves me ram'd into an elbow chair, 


With a buge, heavy book, that makes me nod, 5 
Then tumbles on my toes. Tell him, do ſt **. : 


ce Fi inbardings 0 oo "_ Au 


* 


Serv. 


2 
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Serv.” Whoſe company? | 
Fits, My own, knave. IN #2. | 
Serv. Sir, I ſhall. MED | (Exit. E 
Fitz. A book to me's a ſovereign Narcotick; 
A lump of opium; every line a doſe. e 
Edward is all deep reading. and black letter 
He ſhews it in his very chin. H ſpeaks * 
Mere Dictionary; and he pores on pages 
That gives plain men the head-ach. *« Scarce, and 
curious,” | 
Are baits his learning nibbles at, His ain 
Is cram'd; with mouldy volumes, eramp, and uſeleſs, 
Like a librarian's lumber- room. — Poor fellow! 
Grief will do much! well! ſome. it drives to readi 
And ſome to ee ;—'twill do much I- this 
trial — hs 
A fool to fret ſo fort! his-honour's clear. 


Tut! Fm a foldier—know what honour is. 
Had I been ſlander'd, and a fair Court martial 


Cleanſed me from calumny, as white as now, 


1 had ne'er moped, and fumed, and winced, and 
kick'd, 


But fat down heart- whole. Plague upon't ! this houſe I 


Appears the very cave of melancholy. 
Nay, hold, Ilie: — here comes a petticoat. 


Enter 1 


04 ! a rare 3 This i is the beſt edition | 
In Edward's whole collection. Here, come hither! 
Let me peruſe you. 


Blanch. Would you ſpeak with me, Sir? 


Fitz. Aye. child. I'm going now to read you; 
Blanch. Read me EF CA 
You'll find mie full of errors, fr. 
Fitz, No matter. 


Come nearer, child: I cannot ſee to o read 
At ſuch a diſtance. 


Blanch. You had better, fr, 
Pur on your 2 e 


Fits. 
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Fitz. Aye, chere the bas me! A 
A plague upon old Time! old ſcythe and hourglas | 
Has ſet his mark upon me. Harkve, child: 
You do not know ine. Vou and I _ have N 
Better acquaintanee. 8 
Blanch-' O, ve heard of you. 
You are Sir Edward's kinſman, a 
Fits. Aye—zhis half brochen by the —— 
| ſide | 
His elder brother. 
- Blanch.” Yes, Sir, 1ſee that. 
Fits. This gypſey's tongue is like ber eye; 1 
- khownet 
When is che ſharpeſt. Tell-me:what's your name. 
Blaneh. My name is Blanch, 2 8 n 
; the foreſt. = 
Fits, Sbud! L muſt be a Keeper in is foreſl. 
Whither art going, ſweet one 6 
Blanch. Home, ſir.— 3 
Fits. Home! | | 5 
Why is not this thy home? ; 
Blanch. No,. Sir.; Hive \ 
Some half mile hence with madam Helen, fir, 
brought a letter from ber, to Sir Edward. 
Fitz. Odſo, with Helen —ſp—with her the 
, OR 
Of my grave brother's groaning N Plague ! 
I would *twere-in the houſe. I do not like | 
Your rheumatick, October afü nations, bs 
Under an elm, by moonlight. This will eur 
In flanncls and ſciatica. My paſſion 7 
Is not Areadian. Tell me, pretiy * 
Sbalblwalk with you, home | 
-  Blanch. No, Sir, 1 thank you; 
Ilt would fatigue you, fadly. 
Fitz. Fatigue me! 
Oons! this wild foreſt filly, Hoes: . knee 
Grandfather to Methufaleh. Look _ #39) 
Here is a purſe of money | 
Blancſi. O, the nn 5 
. „5 ; : What 


the 


hive” 
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| What will you 70 me any? 


The univerſal ke Pl the paſſe pur 8 A 
It will unlock a WE 


reſt maiden's. heart, 
As eaſy as a politician's. Here; 


Here are two pieces, roſe - bud. Buy a y ko, 5 


Make thyſelf happy with them. | 


Rane. brill, | : 1 


T he pour old 3 northward of che 1 — Sn 


Lies fick im bed. I'll take her this, Poor: len. 5 
To comfort her, mY 
Fitz. Hold I— hey! the devi Feohale:; 
This was not meant to comfort an old woman: 
Blanch. Why, would'nt you relievo her, Sir? 
His. Um yes: 


| meet pooh, prichee—there's a time for al 


= things. 
Why tell me of her now, —of anal fool, 
Of tomforung the aged, now? 
Blanc hi. | thought 


That you might have a feHow feeling; Sir.. 


Fitz. This little paſtoral devil's laughing at me r 
Oons! come and kiſs me, jade. Lara Soldier, e 
And Juſtice of the Race. 

Blanch. Then; ame vpom you by 
Von double ealling might have taught you beteer, 


| Hee yours os now. Take your dirt again, 


- (throwsdoxon the money. N 
Good Ciptain-Juſtioet—Sreop; for it,. nd think: 
How an old Soldier, and a Juſtice, looks; 1 
When he is picking up the bribes- he offers, . 
To injure thoſe he ſhould n 1 re, 
The poor, and innocent. 92 , 

Fits, Iwarrant me, 

Could 1 but ſee my face; nom, in a oY 7 
That I look wond'rous ſheepith. -. Pm . 
To pick up the two pieces. Let ithem lye, 
Fwould not wrong the:nnocent good: reaſons 
There be ſo few that are ſo: ſhe is honeſt ; 
_—_ make reparation. Fo gt Wilford} -* 


= 
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How feds 4 it, boy? os | 
Wilford. 1 — 9 you, fir. 1 hope you VI en- 
Tour health, theſe three months paſt ſince laft you 
bonour'd us 
Wich your good preſence at the lodge / 
Fitz.” indifferent. * 
Some cramps and thooting pains; boy. 
Some caſh here, but I am afraid to bend 
To pick it up again, leſt ir ſhould give me 
An aukward twinye. Stoop for i it, honeſt Wilford. 
There's a good lad! 
_ Wilf. Right willingly, Sir. ( Picks up the _ ) 
Fitz. © Sol + $ 
The Soldier and the Taltice favs their bluſhes. — 
Now, carry it, I prithee, at your leiſure, 
To an old goſſip, near the lodge things. 
Pve heard of her—ſhe's bed-ridden, aud fick. ; 
You need norfay who ſent you. TR 
Mil, leonceive.' © + 
Tis private bounty; chars true n 


1 have-drop 


. 


Fitz, Nay, piſh - my dF 721 
„ Ni; | Thouts ſwear 1 e 
Tis not the "Une Jou have offered his - . 
In ſeeret. . 26 48:5 7: = apa 


Fits. Um en no N quite the firſt, 
But tell me, lad, how jogs the world here, eb? 
In Rueful Caſtle ?—W hat, ſome three months. back; 
We two were cronies: * What haft thou forgor? 
Thou wert my favourite here, man. 
Hi, Sir, you honour'd me 
By ſaying fo. | 5 
Fits. Tut! eden testen 681. 


Thou art grown ſtarch and ſad. This air is Sling n 


Thou art infected. Harkye, Wilford, harkye ! 
Thou rt a ſly rogue]! What you eould never tell me 
Of Helen's waiting maid; the little cherry : 
c N upon MD name of 
n | x # | Wilt, 


# — 


1 


pt 


J 
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vi Blanch, Riot” ov 43t 66 3 

That's it; — the foreſt fairy——You and 1 . 

Muſt hovd ſome talk about her.. 755 ws 
Wilf. Have you ſeen her? 3 


Fitæ. Juſt SN 17 uſt gone. 0d | Thave blunder'd 
+  hornib] ek 


You muſt Sp —— . 
0 They retire to the back of the ſens ) } 


Euer sm Epwanv Men riuzs. 
| Mort . Now . my brother, and—Hal Wilford 


with him! : 
That imp is made my ſcourge. They whiſper 600. 


O! I had rather court the thunder-bolt, 


To melt my bones,' and. pound me to a maſs, 

Than ſuffer this vile canker to erode me. . ; 

Wilford! _. 5B 
Wilf. Who calls ch 1 fir Edward.” . 
Fitz. Mum! Ns”: 
Mort. I ſeem to interrupt you. 

Milf. (earneſtly J.. No, indeed. 

= on my life, fir: e were only ralking 


Tur. Tag your tongue} 'Oons! 15255 * al 


Mt. Not! N 2 oh 

Fitz. Not! not to be ſure: . tis a ſecret. Pa. 

2 You ſhall know al WER. a ep 1 

" * nothing= — 

In faith you ſhall know all. 

Fitz. In faith you li : 3 hr 
Be ſatisfied; good Edward: — tis a toy. „ 
But, of all. men, I would not have whey Don on t. ; 

It is a tender ſubjeR. „ Nee 
Mert. Aye, indeed! ag” 
. May not I have my Wr Opin! ok: 

brother, th . 7 | 

u GS . Whas 


1. 


_— 
7M 3 
7 3 . Te : +» Dy Pega — 
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What would you ſay, now, ſhould a meddling knave 
Buſy his brains with matters, 28 2 e 
Which concern you alone? — 
Mort. Vd have him rot: 
Die piecemeal; pine; « moulder i in ei ' 
| _—_ and ſacrifice? to Heaven's wrath, | 
When caſtigating plagues are hurl'd on man, 
Stands lean, and lynx-eyed Curioſity, + - 
Watching his neighbour's ſou}. Seplefs bimfelf 
To baniſh ſleep from others. Like a Leech 
Sucking the blood- drops from a care-worn ur, 
He gorges on't—then renders up his food, 
Jo nouriſh Calumny, his foul-lung'd mate, 
Who carries Rumour's trumpet ; and whoſe breath, 
. InfeQting the wide ſurface o the „„ 
Strikes peſtilence and blight, O, fie ont! ße! 
Whip me the curious wretch, from pole to pole! 
Who writhes in fire, and ſcorches all argund Ain, 
A victim making victims! 
Fita. By the maſs, 
Twere a ſound whipping that, "JEN 1 to pole! 
From conſtable to conſtable might ſerve. © _ 
Een you yourſelf were like to prove, but now, 
This Leech, that's yoke-fellow, you ſay, to ae 
The bad- breath? d trumpeter, 3 
Mort. Your pardon, brother Fig 1 4 
I had forgot. Wilford, I've buſineſs "Lf you. 
Wait for me —aye —an hour after mays 1 
Wait for me in the library. PE 2 
Wil. he library 
A fickenat the ſound. 0 15 Wait there for re- 
5 Captain Fitzharding, fir? „ 2 
Mort. For me. alone. ff. 
ill Alone, fir! VV 
Mort. Ves. —begone. „ 5 
x Wilf. 1 ſhall, fir—but 8 
If I have ever breath'd a ſyllable 8 
That might diſpleaſe you may—— _ 
; uri. 9 bre⸗ e no more. 1:3 


* 


nr 


andal, 


Wil. 
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Wilf. I'm dumb. nk at = 


I'd rather ſtep into a Lion 5 en I. Od 8 
Than meet him in the library I go, 1 - Exits 


_ Fits, Brother, you are too harſh with that hoe 
boy. KA 


Mort. Brother, a man muſt rate his family 


In his own way. 


Fits. Well, well, vel Dow be touch . 
I ſpeak not to offend : 1 only ſpeak Ni ee 
On a friend's privilege. The poor are ns: ot 


And have their feelings, ar Trig 


Mort. So have I! 
Fits. O of the beſt that we can der, believe 
| me, 
Is mildneſs to a 8 Servants, brother, "TT * 
Are born with fortune's yoke about their neck 
And that is galling in itſelf enough ; 6:51 
We ſhould not goad them under it. The maſter 
Should rather cheer them in their ſervitude, - 
With kindly words—not too familiar neither; 
But utter'd with that air which true benevolence 
Imparts to Uignified nobility. | 
Mort. Brother, your Rather You have a gentle 
mature # 


May no miſchance e er ruſlie i it, my brothers 


ve known thee ſrom my infancy, old ſoldier ;. 
And never did I know—l do not flatter— 


A heart more ſtout, more cafed with hardy manhood, 


More full of milk within. Truſt * dear friend, 
If admiration of thy charity 


May argue charity in the admirer, | £2 | 
l am not deſtitute. "74 


Fitz, You!—l have ſeen you 


Sometimes o'erflow with it. 


Mort. And what ayails it? it) 
Honour has been my theme; . will to man 2 


My ſtudy. I have abour d for a name 


As white as mountain ſnow ; dazzling, and ſpeckleſs : : 
Shame on't! tis blur d with blots! Fate, like a mildew, 
Ruins the virtuous harveſt I would _ 
Andalt my crop is weeds. e e 


. 


Fa K 
_— ——y 
n 


— — 


- Ss 
oe — 


„un mon chzer 


Fitz. Why, how now, brother Ds 
This is all ſpleen, You mope yourſelf 100 
In this dull fareſt, here. N devils 


Are dancing jigs, and hornpipes, in your brains 
Fie, fie! be more a man. 


Art. Well, Ihave done. 
- Fits, Come, when 83 for dinner? o to 


n 
n 


- — 
2 


— — rk 


et. en 
Abundamly. | | 
Mort... WILLY a brother: Honeſt Wige, 
Will tell you all. 4] 
Fitz; What hel old Adam! hob: OT 52 
My merry buck of Paradiſe i 


 Fhave not ſeen him. Well, he ſhall produce ä 
A flaggon of the beſt; and, after dinner, 
We will be joviah; - Come, come, rouſe vo man 2 
Leame on purpoſe, thirty miles from home, a 
To j jog your ſpirits; Prichee, no, be gay TN 
„ Prithee, too, be kind to 1 n favourite! 
To Wilford there. 18 
Mort. Weil, well; I bope I have been- 
Ne No doubt, in actions bur in words and 
; Fre b 1 looks — (15457 ors 
rugged look's a damper to a n. 
A rogged him, now, ee N 3 
And he berray'd=w—_- 


| | 
Mort. Betray d? . 4 { REES. i 
Firs, Ten thouſand fears.” F 
Mort. Oh! 5 R Tao Te 
Fitz. The poor devih couldnty mes. more ſcared 
Had you een held a pifſtol-to-his head. | 
r 
Why hey-day! what's the matter 3 WT. 
Mort. Brother I ———_ & * 


Queſtion me not; my 2 Are apiniike ; EOS 
The ſlighteſt — will wake em. "Cole, 6 


; - +Srother: - 
Fus. You'll promiſe-ro be gn e 
n, Il de my beſt. e 
Fits, Why chars well fig! At man cap d 0 0 
more. 5 + 5 el A 


HB K ; f | 4 8 
; , id * Ty Od! 
1 - 
: . 8 , 


* 
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Od! [believe my ratling talk has given ou. 
A ſtir already, 

Mort. That it has indeed! 
Come, brother! 


: „% = avs =) Eau. 
| SCENE "my Hera 8 cerraes. EA: 
3 Ener Helen ani Samſon. | 


Helen. Are you he that wiſh to enter in ny ſer- 
vice? 


Sam. Yes, fo pleaſe. you,” Madam Helen, for 
want of a better. | 

Helen. Why, I have ſeen you in the foreſ. at 
Rawbold's cottage. He is your father, as I think; 

| Sam. ee ſo pleaſe your: Madam; for rr off. 
a better. 
Helen. | Fe me you may well fay aden Vour 
father, as I have heard, dannn an ill name, in che 
fore, Sn 
Samſ. Alas! maui he is obliged to bear! — 
| for want of a better. We are all famiſh'd,” madam ': 

and: the naked and bungry h have ſeldom Le rac comm aol 
to ſpeak well of them. '- 

Helen. If I ſhould hire thee, who will give thee 
a character? 

Samſ. My father, mda. N 
Helen. Why ſirrah, he has none of ww own. 

Samſ. The more fatherly i in him, madam,” to give 
his ſon what he has need of, for himſelf. But a 
knave-is often applicd to, to vouch for a good ſervant's 
honeſty. I will ſerve you as faithfully as your laſt 
fenen z Who, I have heard, ran away this on $ 

Helen. Truly, he did ſo. _ : 
_  Samſ. I was told on't, ſome half hour ago; and 
ran, hungrily, hither, to offer - myſelf. So, pleaſe: 

you, ler not N ſtand i in the way of my prefer- 


Helen. 


— 


— 
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| Helen. Should I entertain ,you, what could you 
do to make yourſelf uſeful? 5 : 

Samſ. Any thing, I can wire hares, ſnare - 

l partridges, ſhoot a buck, and ſmuggle brandy, for 

fi You, madam... . 

nn Helen, Fie on you, have F: 'T were fitter to turn 

11 you over to the Verderors of the foreſt, for puniſſi- 

ment, than to encourage you in ſuch prectices. 

Samſ. I would practiſe any thing better, that 
might get me bread. . I would ferape trenchers, fil! 
buckets, and carry a mellage. - What can a man do 
He can's ſtar ve. IEEE 65! n 

Helen. Well, 7 Soo the to 3 thee from evil, 
Leare not If, Lale trial of thee ?: . 

Samſ. No! will you 7 | * 

Helen. Nineteen im twenty 3 queſtion. my 
prudence ſor this: but, whatever loſs; | may ſuffer: 
from thy, roguery, the thought of | baving 5 
a path to lead a needy wanderer back to vrnes; will 
 morethan 2 e., 

Sam. O * Diels. you, lady! If 1 5 prove 
virtuous never truſt in man more. | am overjoy d. 
Aren. Ger the to the Kirchan, * Vou will kad 

a livery chere will ſuit | 112d 6 

| 6 of Samſ. A vetyl 8 ihe ſarber i Vitruous/and 

a livery, all in a few ſeconds? Heaven bleſs: mob! 

Helen. Fee get you to you work: || 
Sam/. I go, madam. It 1 break any thing! 

day, beſeech you let it ge for | bothing ;; | Joon * 
makes my hand tremble. Should you want me pleaſe 

to ery Samſon, and I am with you in a ae . 

Heaven bleſs you. Here's fortune !. 4 (Exit, 

Helen Blanch ſtays a tedious! time. — 
end Mortimer's health be not worſe! He 18 ſadly 
aliered ſince we came to the foreſt, | I: dream'd laſt. 

ht, of the fire he ſaved nie from; and 1 ſaw him, 

33 in manly bloom, bearing me ne 1 85 

e 20 once W N 5 
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Enter Blanch. : 


- Helen. ew now, wench! Vou have almoſk tired 
"1% ory patience. © 
-Blanth. And my own legs, madam. lk the old 4 
footman had not made ſo much uſe of his, by running i 
away, they might have ſpared mine. 
Helen. Inform me of Sir Edward. Mortimer. | 
Haſt ſeen him? 
Blanch. Yes, I hive, madam. | 
Helen Say; tell me ; 
How look'd he? how's his health ? is be in Gig?” 
* gat ſaid he, Blanch? Will he be here to day? 
Blanch. A little breath, madam, and I will an- 
ſwer all, duly. | 
Helen. O! fie upon thee, wench! 


i Theſe interrogatories thould be anſwered 
Y Quicker than breath can utter them. | 
£- HBlanch. That's impoſſible, lady. 
Helen. 31 5 would'& not ſay fo med thou ever 
| ov'd. 


Labs has a flecter meſſenger than 8 

To tell love's meaning. ger expretles poſt 
Upon the orbs of viſion, ere the tongue 
Can ſhape them into words. A lover's look, _ 

Is his hearts Mercury. O! the Eye's eloquence, 
Twin-bern with thought, ourftrips the tardy voice, 
Far ſwifter than the nimble lightning's flaſh 
The fluggith thunder-peal that follows it. 

Blanch. I am not ſkillbd in _cyecralking, madam. 
Thave been uſed to let my diſcourſe ride upon my 
tongue, and, I have been told, *rwill trot at a £900 
round pace upon occaſion. , 

Helen. Then let it gallop, | now, beſeech. you, 

Wench, 

And bring me news of Mortimer. 

Blanch. Then, madam, I ſaw Sir Edwerd 3 in his 
library : and deliver'd your letter. He will be here 
either in the evening, or on the morrow: tis uncertain 


which —for his brother, Capt. n is arrived 
on a viſit to him. 


. Helen. 
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Helen. ls he?—well, that may ſomewhat raiſe 
his ſpirits, 


That ſoldier has a pleaſant, harmleſs mied. 
Mirth gilds his age, and fits upon his brow 
Like ſun in winter. I ne'er ſaw a man 

More cheerful in decline, more laughter-loving, 
More ga ay, and frolickſome. 

Blanc. Frolickſome enough, if you knew all | 
but not ſo hatmleſs.. ( afide) | 
Helen. He'll ſcarce be here to night. 

Blanch. Who? Sir Edward ? Haply not, madam 
but his letter mop chance to Aye further _ 
cu ars. 

Helen. "His Meter! . he written —be upon 
| f thee! . 

Why didſt not give it me, at once? Where is it? 
Thou art turn'd dreamer, wench! Come, quickly. 

Blanch. You talk'd to me fo much of reading 
eyes, madam, that I cen - forgot the letter. me 
it Is. 

Helen. come to me. "Das. in my ove 
PI read it there. I am almoſt unfit _ 

To open it. I n&er receive his letters 

But my hand trembles. Well, 1 know tis s filly, 

And yet I cannot help it. 1] will ring ; | 

5 Then come to me, good Blanch——not yet. My 

, Mortimer, „VVV 

Now for your letter! _ | e 

Blanch I would they were 1 and all 
this trembling would be over. I am told your married 


lady's 8 are little rouſed i in N lettem from 
a N | 5 Ea 


- * 


un- Sanso—dreed 3 in 4 a. 


San. This ſudden turn of fortune might -puff 
ſome men up with pride. I have look'd in the glaſs 
already :—and if ever man look'd e in a pots 


* , 1 1 9 1 of 88855 | 
| * *  Blanch 


. ot 
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Blanch. Hey day l who have we here? _ : 
Sam. Oh, lord! this is the maid ——1 mean the 
wairing-woman, I warrant we ſhall be rare company, 


4 2 N 89 ; — 
in a long winter's evening. 


Blanch. Why, who are you? RA 
Sam. I'm your fellow-ſervant :—the new comer. 
The laſt footman caſt his ſkin in the pantry this 
morning, and I have crept. into it. 
Blanch. Why, ſure, it cannot be Now 1 look 
| Rawbold's ſon, of the foreſt here. 
5 ben The ee ee eee: 
: When I am proſperous, I do not turn my back on my 
11 poor relations. e © RO . a 1 
Blanch. What, has m lady »A 0A» m dé 
Sam. | She has taken Be, ike a pad nag, upon 
„ Blanc. I ſuſpe& you will play her a jade's trick, 
and ſtumble in your probation, . You have been 
caught tripÞitipe ee low. e Oo 
Sam. An I do not give content tis none of my 
fault. A man's qualities cannot come out all at once. 
i wiſh you would teach me a little how. to lay a 
. cloth. 4 83 I ah wag SEEN EV0 ; co 8 . od, +, . 


Blanch. You are well qualified for your office 


* 
* 


* 
* 


Ly 
* 


re 


n . r 


c ETTHSECS igg 
Sam. To OED, we had little practice that 
way at home. We ſtood not upon forms, We had 
ſometimes no cloth for a dinner, 
Blanch. And, ſometimes, no dinner for a cloth. 

Sem. Juſt fo. We had little order in our family. 
Blanch, Well, I will inſtruct ou. 
Sam,” That's kind. I will be grateful. They 
tell me 1 have learnt nothing but .wickedneſs yet: 
but 1 wifl inftrg& you in any thing I know, in return. 
Blanc. There I have no mind to become your 
{cholar, But be ſteady in your fervice, and you may 


ourlive your beggary, and grow into reſpect. 

: Sam, Nay, an riches rain upon me, reſpe& will 
poly grow of courſe, T never knew a rich man yet Who 
Janch, wanted followcrs to pull ow their caps to him. 


— 
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baten, 

„nv. ns 75 
444 "4.2281 TE tai „ üer | 
| Bj as lite ate; ah 
She kept an Inn, and he ly to bas — 
But the landlady lighted her 2005 
"For when Nature was making an uh Face, 
_ ws moulded this traveller's a 


e 


. 
The des maid's des ghey w were ech to crack, 
ien fhe ſaw his queer noſe, and the hump at his i M ju 
Hut thigh TOOL Wi he Ro got 
though tis confeſs at the preju ice der, 
Very * in fawour of weari $, 45 Mu 
Yet a 525 INE ip Took like @ ſnout. 


* 


18 
1 
a6 


Abo 7 if elite i; 1. * A 
Tad a wuond reus zffed on the widow and maid 1 
Aud they quickly grew marvellous civil. _ 
"The money immediately alter'd the caſe ; Ny £ 
7 hey Wer e charm'd with his hunt, and his rout, and 


pile 

| Tho he f . have we fright the dil. 

; Hs paid Lhe 4 prince—gave the 5 Da, 4 MIS. 
PIES fr een the door, like . ; 

While the Iandlady, t- uching. the chink, 

" Cried —** Sir, ſhould you travel 177 country again, 

75 ae * that the ſauecte i of nen 
e . rer at the. 3 855 to . Exeunt. 


* ** 
ES - 0 75 f 1 
— - 2 ** * 7 * q 25 of 3 FI 4 4 i i * 
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=; Wurorp diſcouered. 


Wilf. 1 would Sir Edward e ces The 
dread of a fearful encounter is, often, as terrible as 
the encounter itſelf. Yet my encounters with him, 
of late, are no trifles, | Some few hours back, in this 
very room, he held a loaded piſtol within an inch of 

my brains. Well, that was paſſion he threw it 
from him on the inſtant, and —eh He's coming. 
No. The old wainſcot cracks, and frightens me out 
of my wits: and, I verily beliere, the great folio 

| dropt on my bead, juſt now, from the thelf, on 
8 purpoſe to encreaſe wy" ee 3 516155 
| | We n wh ED 
(Enter Sith Env: e r . 
- the Library, *which' he locks after him. 
uro ORD' turns round on r hearing him Hut it.) 


Wit. What's FI ri is be himſelf! Merey on 
me! he has lock d the door What is going to 
become of me! 

Mort. Wilford 115 n no one ip the piQure-gallery? 25 

milf. E 4 Tool, r & A * 


None within w if 1 were 10 bawt 

Eyer ſo loud. ba . 
Mort. Lock yonder door.” „„ Ie. 
Wilf. The door, Sirl : 
Mort. Do as I bid you. 


Milf, What, 8ir Leben, WAVES: 
: with his hand) * 
; I ſhall, Sir. (going ts the door and locking i 15 | 
, His face has little anger in it, neither: | 
51 Tis rather mark d with forrow, and diftreſs. 
teunt. Mort. Wilford, approach me. What am I to ſay 
3 For aiming at your Wo you. not ſcorn me, 
?ENE Deſpiſe me for it ? | „ 
1 7 Wits. 


2 1 
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Wil. 11 Ob Sir 4 

Mert. Vod Duft. Xo 
For I am ſingled from he herd of men, 
A vile, heart-broken wretch'!' © 

Wilf. Indeed, indeed, Sir, 
Vou deeply wrong yourſelf, Your equal's love, 
The poor man's prayer] the, a} pre bf s tear of gee) 
41 N # titude, 1209 nion 9 
All follow you and I — owe 12 7 55 N81 o 
Lam moſt bound to bleſe yours: Tr 


Mort. Mark me, Wilford int een 


I know the value-of the or han fon 1545 1 5 | 
The poor man's prayer, reſpect from the re ed; 
1 . = ag 8 obtain them, 
Is to taſte here, below, that thrilling renal” Ie. 
Which the remunerating Angel draws, DP 
From the eternal fountain of delight, ; 
To pour on bleſſed ſouls, that . E "3 
4 feel this: —1 her, muſt my e . 
> 


> SE Fn 3 


— : 


; 1 * 8 
Keg FOR as far as appertains to . bo A 
I have refoly'd, it.—Hell-b 1 mel. 
But I have ponder'd on't,—a Low cru t EC, 
Milf. Your confidence ſhall not be 
Mort. You muſt ſwear. LES 
Wilf. Swear, Sir !=—will. nothing bur an | ouch 
; tben I ar? 4Rre 
Mort. liſten. 3 7 
May all the ills that wait al 3 
Be doubled on your head, if you diſcloſe... 1 
My fatal ſecret ! Mop your. body turn+ -, - 
Mot lazar-like, and loathſome ; and your. 4 9 15 
More loathſome than your body! May thole fiends 
Who ſtrangle babes, for very wantonneſs, | - 
Shrink vick, and ſhudder at your monſtrous crimes, 
_- N oo TO; 12 ike your 


And 


1 
* 
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And the ſharp terrors of a guilty | 
Poiſon your age days; wile 5 win mn LG 
As on the earth you lay your houſeleſs head, 
Qut-horror horror! May you quit the world 
| Abhor'd, ſelf-hated, hopeleſs for the next, | 
Your life a burthen, and your death a fear! 
Wilf. Por mercy's ſake, forbear!. you terrify me!” 
rt. Hope this may fall upon thee eur 
thou hop well it, | 
a b every attribute which heaven, earth, hell, 


"I n lend, to bind, and ſtrengthen conjuration, 
74 If thou berrayſt | ONO 


3. Milf. Well I——— baue 
; Mort. No retreating! | | 1 r 
ot Wilf. (After a pauſe). | . „ 
Iſwear, by all the ties that bind a man, x 

Divine, or human, —never to divulge! 


Mort. Remember you have ſought this ſeeret⸗ 


5 Les, 
* Extorted it. F have not thruſt it on you... YL, 41 
Tis big with danger to you; and to me, 
. While l bee to 1 7 72 torment unutterableQ. 
end * ilford that damnation! ; 
I 2 Deareſt Sir! - 4 
. called yourſelf. This: ſhakes you Wan e 
i Lou had this trembling, it is ſcaree a week, | 40 | 
At Madam Helen * En” 
WR, Mort. There it is. —Her Undle 1 5 
114 Wilf: Her uncle! _ \ 
oath, Mort. Him. She knows i it Bam N it 
N You are tlie firſt orda ined to hear me n 5 
NY bam——his murderer. + ©» * 
185 JJ > 6 1007 an 20k, 
N 8 Mort. His aſſaſſin, 13 of 
: [el | "7 i you es e 
ds we; | Honpur, i thou blood-ſtaind God! a 
rimes, 


nes, dit Wur and Fete ag 0. 10 what madneſs. 
. W inſult drive * votaries! By heaven, 


And L 7 — H. — | 4 In. 


et. 


- With long forbearance, Kindneſs, courtely, _ 


Stain d me, —oh, eath, and ſhame I- the e 


1 IRON cursT. 


In the world's range there a not breathe a man 
Whoſe brutal nature.] more ſtrove to ſoothe, 


. * 


Than his who fell by me. But he e I 

oo 2d on, i 5 
And ſaw this finewy ſavage ſtrike me down ; . 
Rain blows upon me, drag me to and fro,, _ 
On the baſe earth, like carrion, Deſperation, 


In every fibre of my frame, cried vengeance! _ 
J left the room, which he had; quitted. Chancde 
(Curſe on the chance while boiling with my wrongs, 


Thruſt me againſt him, darkling, in the ſtreet jm | 
1 fab'd him to the heart: :—and my. e LA 


Roll'd, lifeleſs, at my foot. 


Walf. Oh! mercy on me! 
* could this deed be tear" 

Mort. Would you think it? | 
E en at the moment when 1 gave il Bow, 
"  Butcher'd a fellow-creature in the dark, -_ 
F bad all good f mens love: But my diſgrace, 


— 


And my opponent's death, thus link d with es 


Demanded notice of the magiſtracy, - * 
They ſummon'd me, as friend would ſummon friend, 


To aQs of import, and communication. — 
We met: and twas reſolved, to ſtiſſe rumour, . 


To put me on my trial. No arevſer, r 


Ie 5 4 * 


No evidence appeared, to urge it on.— 


Twas meant to clear my fame. —How clear it, Ul th n? 


- How cover it? you fay. Why, „ by a Lie: 


Guilt's offspring, and its ard. - ravght this wer, 


Which Truth once made her throne, to REA lie; 3. 
This tongue to utter it. Rounded a tale, . 


Smooth as a Sera ph's ſong from Satan's mouth; 
So well compacted, that the o'er throng'd 8 * 


Þy hen 8 7 5 ice; in her Judy ment- « » v0 


Foes wa ere 1. 1d finiſh'd. 
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| Heaven forgive we! 
- 1 _ 1 love you ſtill :—but I am young ; 


J know not what to wy —it ON "hes on hoy 7 may | 1 | , 


Indeed 1 giey-you- 1 % Fat 


] aſk no en e — hae . 
Think 'ſt thou that this compulſive be este 
Was given to move thy pity? Love of _ 
(For ſtill I cling to it) has urged me, _ 

To qua ſn thy curious miſchief in its * 
Hurt honour, in an evil, curſed hour, 

Drove me to murder. —lying: —rwould again. | 
My honeſty, —ſweer peace of mind, —all, all! 
Are barter'd for a name. I will maintain it. 


Should ſlander whiſper o'er my ſepulchre, 


And my ſoul's ageney ſurvive in death, 
I could embody it with heaven's lightning, 
And the hot thaft of my infulted ſpirit 
Should ſtrike the blaſter of my memo 


a | 
Dead in the church-yard. "ogy 1 would not Ki 


the: 55-4 a 


Thy BA hog + and lc threaten'd Janger : 

To check them there was no way left but this: 

Save one - your death: you ſhall not be my victim. 
Milf. My death! What take ny we 9 life! 


n 
This empty honour. 


Mort. Empty! 3 fool: 


Wilf. 1 am your ſervant, Sir: chill of your 


- bounty ; | | 

And know my obligation. ;J _ bans 
Too curious, haply ; tis the fault of youth. 

I ne'er meant injury: if it would ſerve you, 


1 would lay down my life; I'd give it freely— 
Could yau, then, have the heart to rob me of 1 It the 


You could not; ;=ſhould not. | 
Mort. - How! "EA 1413 E THEE 4 
Wilf. . Yau ys oye Fier Binge 


. e ee en pt Hiatt? 
” 5 „ 
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Wilt. . Hwa s ow 2 you durſt noh Leer 


_ RefleQion imerpole, — "held your arm. 
But, ſhould re 1 prompt you to auempt 46. 
My innocence would give me ftre to ſtru 

— wreſt the e cot weapon rom your = 
How would you look to find a pea 
Return the knife you levePd at 3 _ 

And afk you which in heaven would — hi beſt, 
A rich man's honour, or a poor man's honeſty ? 

Mort. Tis plain I dare not take your es To. 
5 ſpare it, 

I have endanger'd mine. But dread my power” pry 
Jou know not its extent. Be warn'd in time: 
Trifle not with my feelings. Liſten, Sir? 

Myriads of engines, which my ſecret working 
Can rouſe to action, now encirele you. | 

I ſpeak not vaguely. You have Heard my prineiple ; 
Have heard, already, what it van effect: 

Be cautious bow you ihwart it. Shun my brother; 
Vour ruin hangs upon a thread: Provoke me, y 
And it ſhall fall upon you. Dare to make 
The ſſighteſt movement to awake my fears. 

And the gaunt criminal, naked and ſtake- tied, 

Left om the heath to bliſter in the ſun, 

Till lingering death ſhall end dis agony, . 
Compared to thee, ſhall N * eg 725 = 
Than 1 * . damn d 150 25 ey 

HOP me fir! I muſt be es, RS 

- Baniſh me hence. Iwill be m;, 333 

But 2 uit yaur feviee . 
5 ee I TN. - LEAST 

Te bey this ret, vou have e 

Your movements, 2, and, — . an, vou 

breat 

From this time forth, are 0 to my 701 

Vou have ſaid, truly: you are hateful to me: 

Yet you ſhall feel my bounty: — that bende, 


And ſwell your fortunes ;, but my inmoſt ſoul 
; - „ 3 Witt : 


( 
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Wills yearn with Joathing, whet—hark!, bone one 
S ES knocks p93 5 | hd irs bh 1 * 
„ 8 5 128 SES. FT - £6 264 13x 8. 
ilford opens the door, and Winterton c comes in. 
hs How now, Winterton? e 1. 
Did you knock more than once? Speak — did you 
hften— T4" ,7 
I mean, good Adam, did you wait Axe, wait 
Long at the door, here) Kei 
int. Bleſs your honour! no. N dF 
Yau are too good to let the old man wait. 
Mort. What, then, our talk, — 
9 here and mine 2 ; 
Did not detain ou at the door ?—Ha did bed; 


Nint. Not half-a-fecond. 
Mort. Oh !-well, what's the matter? 1 | 
Wint. © Capt. Fitzharding, Sr, oy vour 7 coma 
n 1 
Pre placed another flaggon on the table. 725 Og? TN 
Your worſhip knows it Number Arty - five: 
The ſupernaculum. C 
Mort. Well, well.—I come. ws Þ CW Or tron, 
What, has he been alone? „„ 
mint. © No=Pve been with bia. CEOS "©; Fo” 


Od! he's 4 merry man! and does ſo Jeb 
He calls me firſt of men, *cauſe my name's "Lam, 
Well! *cis exceedin leafant bn”, St. Thomas! 
More.” Come, un; 
n Wilford, 
What! have juſt now given you in charge. 7 
he ſure to keep faſt lock*d.” I ſhall be angry, So Te. 
Be very angry, if I find | you e careleſs. 1 fr "Gps 
man me, Adam. 3 
Exit Moray Which 2 — 
Wilf. This houſe is no houſe for me. Fly 1 ing: $ 
1 am reſolved but whither? His threats ſtrike 
terror into me; and were I to 2 the pole, T doubt. 
whether I ſhould elude his graſp. But to live here. 
2 ſlave—flave to his fears, Lal jcalouſies? Night's 
9 on. Darkneſs de y friend! for 'Þ will forth - 
inſtantly. 


IT» 


II” attend the . ö 


— 
. 
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inſtant] * The thought of my innocence wilt cheer 
me as I wander 1 = gloom. Oh! when 

ilty Ambition writhes upon his couch, why ſhould 
bar e-foot Integrity repine, 3 fect leer be 
e with a ewes: dl _—__ _ 


* 
"613 by 
* £ 


SCENE V.—The inſide by) an A in ruins. 
Part of it converted into an ibab ation; for 
Robbers. Various entrances to their apart- 
ment, Fung wh are 0 arches * the butld- 


nter Tobbin's and a REN, | 
FOOT” eee 
| Jud wen. ſrrab! bave vou been oe the 
ſcour? Are any of our gang returning? 
Boy. No, Judith ! not a ſoul; 
RE. The rogues tarry thus to fret. me. 5 
Why, indeed, Judith, the credit of your 
_— is loſt among thieves. They ven cane 
punctual to their meals. 
Jud. No riding af Orſon. pets, from: the market 
' town? ts  # 13 5 5 
| Io, | have ſeen 'poching ; of. im | 
Brat! thou doſt never | ing we god news. 
3 you are ever, ſo erols. with me! 
| That Wreteh Orſon ffi ſlighis my love of 3 2; 
125 you hemp-ſeed, hence f Ger: to the broken 
| Aer — the abbey, and watch. . 2 For are 
of” You know 1 am but young. yet, Judith. 
125 With oy heel 1 0 . 41 robber in 


a . Ama en ops ow. Will never. . 

ſuch e e — J So! I hear 
ſome of our * 2.47 2 again. The Bey 1. 
his ert in and whiftles in anſcuer. þ 


«Wig wok. yo rp your noiſe, mah 2 


1 07. 
1 0 
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Bey. Nay, Judith, dis one of the firſt Neps we 


boys learn in the profeſſion. I ſhall n&er come to 
good, if vou check me fo. Huzza ! here come two! 


E nter two Robbers, rh: the broken part 
Fn 84 the Scene. Po 


Jud. "Wl. you 1 bound via road at laſt. A 
murrain light upon 1 is it Fun you Keep your 
hours! 


1/f Rob. What, bag, prone a this trade! Ever 


1 | 
Jud. I have reaſon. Trojh- to e 1 watch 
with no thanks. I trim up the table for your return, 
and no one returns in due time to notice my induſtry. 
Your meat is ſcorch'd to cinders, | Rogues,. would it 
were poiſon for you 

2d Rob. How the fury raves 1 Here, take my 
carbine; *twas tevell'd,. ſome half hour fince, at a 
traveller's head. 

Jud. Hah, hah, hah?! Rare! Diaft ſhoot him? 
1 /f Rob. Shoot him? No. This devil in petticoats 

thinks no more of ſaying a man, than killing a cock- 

chafer. I never knew a woman turn to miſchief, that 
the did not outdo a man, clean. 8 

Jud. Did any of you meet Orſon on your way? 

1% Rob. Aye, there the hand points. When that 

fellow is abroad you are more ſavage than n cuſtomary ; F- 
and that is needlefs. 


24 Rob. None of our comrades come yer? They 
"I be phones foak'd. 


__ the rain pours like a ſpont upon the 
E 4 pt d abbey wall here. | 
Jud. 'in glad on't. May it drench them, and 
breed agues ! Bil teach them to keep time. | 
1/8 Rob. Peace | thou abominable railer. A man 
had better dwell in purgatory, than have thee in bis 
habitation.—Peace, devil! or Til make thee repent. 
Jud. "You! tis as much as thy life is worth to 
move wy 5 
1 / Rob. 


* 
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17 Bob. Wbat, you will ſet Orſon, your han. 
pion, up upon me? _ MRO 
Fud. Coward! be. ſhould n nor diſgrace bitt 
with nay bone 7 
1% Rob ath and thunder — . 
Jud. Aye, attack a woman, do! it ſults your 
ee, valour. Aſſault a woman! 
- 1/t Rob. Well —paſſion hurried me. Bur T have 
a reſpect fox the ſoft ſex, and am cool again. Come, 
Judith, be friends. Nay, come, do; and I will sive 
me a farthingale, | took en a W yg E80 
Jud. Where is it? | 1 
11 Rob. You ſhall bent Wt: Lies 28 
1 -Well=l—— Hark!!! | 
2d Rob. n Lehiak Lhear che for of comrade, 


| MUSICAL DIALOGUE AND CHORUS. 
1 Rabbits. and Nan. 4 


9 5 12 of bi 3 5% 
P 7 15 en No.; it 4s the owl,; . p FO | 575 F ; 
eee e e we, 
Harl] the rain beats, the night is foul 775 


„ comrades flay beyond * vn. | 
TR Li | 


en 


WL All's hu id around the abbey. ar, 
Soft! Now J. hear the 1 call] © 
15 - Liften'! 5 
1 They whiſtle fn aver it ts is nigh t 
Again A comrade comes. Tis 1 | 


EN + And here another; and here another! 


Who comes! A brather. Who comes ? 
AI brother. 1 
; Noel they all come pouring in; 
my Our jollity will ſoon beg in. 
| 8 partners, all en- 


FOILS Wert here and here, e and here 


Thus we. ftout freeboaters prowl, 
'T hen meet to drain the Sewing aa 


\ 


2 


( At 
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{At di ferent periods of the Mufi ct. the Robbers enter, 
through various n "of 0 in e ) Fel 
Enter ORD with Taggug⸗ on 175 Back, "as / g 

x return d from the Market. 


"46 Rob. See! NEVE, comes Orſon at laſt. He 
walks f in like Plenty, with proviſion on his ſhoulder. 
Jud. O, Orſon {—why. did'ft tarry, Orſon? I 


; began to fear. Thou art cold and damp. Let me 


wring the wet from thy cloaths. 01 my heart leaps 
to ſee the. 
ft Rob. Mark how this e best hugs her bruin! 
- Orf. Stand off! This hamper has been Sa e 


enough. I want not thee on my neck. 


Jud. Villain! 'tis thus you ever uſe me. I can 
revenge: I can——do. not, dear Orſon! do not treat 


me thus. 


Orſ. Let a man be ever ſo ſweet temper'd, he will 1 


meet dome hat to 2 0 it. 71 have becn vex'd to mad- 


nes, | 
24 Rob. How now, Orſon, what has vex'd thee 


now? 


— 


. A Pre hes ſlipt chrough my fingers: | 
3d. Rob. Aye! marry, how | 

Orſ.. I met a ſtraggling knave on foot, and oe 
rogue reſiſted. He hid the face to tell me that he 
was thruſt on the world to ſeck his fortune; and that 


— 


| the little he had about him was his all. Plague on 
the proviſion at my back! I had no time to rifle him: 


but I have ſpoil'd ban ah Nr an 1 War- 


rant him. ret | 


Rib. How ? 


Orſ. Why I beat him to the + Whether 
he will Cer get up;again the next paſſenger may dif- 


cover. 


Jud. Ha! Hat O, brave,! That's my -veliunt 5 


Orſon! 
34. Rob. Orſon, you are ever A our Cap- 


* 


| tain's order. You are too ele and bloody. 
1 


De 
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.Orf. Take heed; then, how you move my a 

| by telling me ont. The affuir-is mine—l will an 

to the conſequence. 

©." 4h. Rob. I hear our Captain s ſignal. Here he 
comes. Ha en leading one WhO eems wounded, 


| Enter An us rA DN. e * WitForp. 


| 1 Arm. Gently. good fellow! come, keep a good 
. meant! 

Wilf. Vou are very Lind: 1 had breathed my laſt, 
but for your care. Whither have you led me? 

A5. Reb. Where you will be well treated ,young- 
Ger.” ' You are now among as honourable a knot of 
men as ever cried ſtand” to a traveller. 

Milf. How: among robber 

Aiſ. Rob. Why ſo the law's cant calls us gendlemen 

who live at large. 
| ill. | Sob for bat amn reſerved?! !- | 

Arm. Fear nothing. You are ſafe in this aſylum. 
| Judith, lead him in. See ſome of my linen ready, 

and look to his wound. 

Jud. I. do not like che office. Vou a are ever at 
theſe tricks. *T' will ruin us in the ag” Sabo have 
we to do with charity 2 | | 

Arm. Turbulent eee odey me. 

74 Well, 1 ſhall, "Dome, fellow, fince i it t myſt 
| be fo. 

Arm. Hees T1 oi! you myſelf; kd. 

Will. Heaven bleſs you! whateer becomes of 
my -lite—and faith, I am: almoſt mm 
bound to your charity. "Gently, ;.d I pray you—-my 


wound pn - Gently! 
irt. bd ent by Judith. 
1 L would I knew Which of you 140 done 
"hls | 
10 Rob. Way what's the matter, Captain? 
Arm. Cruelty is the matter. Had not accident 
led me to the ſpot where he lay, yon poor boy had 
bled ee, I learn d his ſtory, e from him, 
| on 


— 


os 


* 


* 
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3 on the way: and know how bafely he has been handled. 
| by one of you. Well, tune muſt diſcover him: for 
er he, who had brutality enough to commit the action, 
be can ſcarcely haus courage enough to confeſs it. 
d Or. Courage, Captain, is a quality, I cake it, 
5 little wanted by any here. What ſignify words—L 
2 | 2 Arm, l ſuſpeQed thee, Orſon. Fis ſcarce an 

| hour ſince he, whom thou haſt wounded, quitted the 
ol Wl Fervice of Sir Edward Mortimer, in the foreſt, here x 
: and enquiry will doubtleſs be mage. 
aſt, 24. Rob. Nay then we are diſcover'd. . 
Arn. Now, mark what thou haft done. Thon 
* baſt endanger d the ſafety of our party; thou haſt 
0 * 


| broke my order (tis not the firſt time, by many) ir 

attacking a F what paffenger? One 

whoſe unhappy caſe ſhould have claim'd Oy pity. 
e 


He told you he had diſpleaſed his maſter—left the 
houſe of comfort, and with his feanty pittance, was: | 
wandering round the world to mend his fortune, Like 

um. a butcher, you ſtruck the forlorn boy to the earth, and. 

ady, left him to Rant in the foreſt. Would any of our 


brave comrades have done this? 
>; ' All.—None! None! 3 FX. 
have WF Am. Comrades, in this caſe, my voice is ſingle. 
But if it have any weight, this brute, this Orſon, Fall 
be thruſt from our eommunity, which he has diſgrac- 
ed. Let it not be ſaid, brothers, while want drives 
| us to plunder, that Wantonneſs prompts us to butchery. 
Robbers. O brave Captain! away with him! 
Or/. You had better ponder on't, ere you provoke 
me. Ly Y „ 0 
Arm. Raſcal! do you mutter threats. You cannot 
terrify us. Our calling teems with danger—we are 


ith not to be daunted by the treachery of an informer.. 
done We defy you. Go. Yon dare not hurt us. You 


| dare not ſacrifice ſo many brave, and gallons fellows,. 
to your revenge, and proclaim yourſelf ſcoundrel. 


| ' I 2 - | Or > a 
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Me Wel, if J muſt; I muſty I was Always 2 
8 briaud to you- all: but if you are bent on OE me 
out- hy- fare you well. 451 
= | "Robbers. Aye, aye—Away, ye: W 
_ » R_ 0. Farewell: chemi 1413645; (Exit 
4 | ' Arm. Come, canivlies—Think: no- more 5 0 this. 


La us drown the choler we have felt 1; in wine and 
008 | VVV 


. 


2 ly 1% Friars Hopled "Rag Th ; 5 Fe MY Lhe 
Ee theſe Abbey walls had crumbled;  — 
2 the ruins boaſt good cheer, © 
Though Ms ago the chyflers tumbled, 
SN The Monks are gone — 
3555 Well! well! Ee ls 
_ That C00 amy 
Let x ring their alt, wm 
Ding ans "7 rs dong I to the e bs 
2 OTE 7 55 He 7 the example, , 8 
c Well follow his ſampl, 
Arid I 95 to * moſt religiouſly drunk. „ 
Peace to the good fat Friar's 2 25 
. Who every day, 
Did wet his clay, 
; I the deep capactous "EP 
 Huzza} Huzga! well tink 42 we'll fog 7 
ielll laugh, and we'll Pep, 5 
nd make Fe eto TOE: 5 RE FO 


þs 


e 


% 
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5 Ac II 


| 0 ER gf * N 1 in S1K 


Epwarp MORTHEER O He 


+ 


ausn and a diſcover d, at a 7˙ 21s”. 
| . Bottle and Glaſſes. 


© Brancn. | 


S you wk drink no more.. 
Samſ. One more glaſs, Miſtreſs Blanch; and K 
mall be 1 company. Twill make me loving. 
Blanch. Nay, 1 uh 5 ſhall not have a drop. 
Samſ. I will :—and fo ſhall you too. (ling the- 
glaſs) Who knows but it may make 5055 the ſame ? 
Blanck. You are wond'rous familiar, Mr Lout. 
Sanſ. I would not willingly offend, I will endea- 


— Fl 


vour at more reſpect. My humble duty to you. N | 


Blanch. I would counſel you to be cautious of 
drinking, Samſen. Conſider where you are. We are 
now, remember, in Sir Edward e's Lodge. 

Samſ. In the Butler's room ;—w. here deine _ 
always 4 privilege. (Alle.) 

Blanch, What, 3 5 
| Sam. Do not feat. Twill not wa me farting 
again. x ee re ſpects to yon. (drinls.) This 
ſame old Wintertoy's wine has a marvellous choice: 
flavour, I wonder whether twas ſmuggled; 

Blanch. Should you, totter with this, now, in the- 
mornin „ *twould go nigh 1 to ſhake your office do the 
foundation, before bk. My Lady would never 
pardon you. 

\ Sam. . 'Twauld be hard. to turn me adrift, 10 
petting Atunk, oa the 1 day of my ſervice. 

13 Blanch.. 


— Es ere ' 


En ER ES IT 


— 
— — 
— 


. 
"Ihe Dr rann 
£48 Sw — F 
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- How ſhould ſhe know but 
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Blanch. Tr L think *twould be reaſon 88 
Samſ. *Twou d not be Fins a man a fair trial, 


intend to be ſober for 
a year after? | 


Blanch, How ſhould he know, adeed | or any | 
one elfe, 'who has heard of your former rogueries. 

Samſ. Well, the worſt fault I had was being a 
Head. - . 

Blanch, A ſportſman! out on you rogue! you 
were K poacher-:.:--. 
Samſ. Aye, ſo the rich e us poor brothers 


of the field ; and lay us by the heels when we do that 


for hunger which they practiſe for amuſement. Can- 
not I move you to rake a toble-full, this + col 


. morning ? 


Blanch. Not A drop, 5 Vis 
Samſ. Hark ! Tthink Lhear old Winton coming 
8 By our lady, Miftreſs Blanch, we have made 


2 deſperate hole in the bottle, ſince he left us. 


Blanc. We! why, 55 e rogue, * have 
not taſted it. | 


Sam... No" tis. not „ Aud het Ont 17 BR 

Blanch. No matter; he em be back on the an. 
Leave this idle guzzling, if you have any 
Think we are attending madam Helen, in her Woe 5 
Sir Edward, on his ſudden ſickneſs. Think, too, on 


the confuſton from Wilford's flight. Is it a time for 
you, ſor, to tipple, when the whole houſe is in dittreſs 


and melancholy ? | 1 


Sam/ Alus! 1 have 100 tender! e. Miſtreſs 


Baken, and have need of ſomewhat, in 15 midſt of 


this/forrow, to cheer my ſpirits | „„ 
Blanch. This wine will;thortly give your profeſ- 
105. of amendment the lie. 

© Sainf. Let it give me the lie: Tian affront] can 
tafily ſwallow. Come, a bargain—an you, 8 take 


one glaſs with me, I Will give over. 


Blanch. Well, on that condition . 
Sam. Agreed.— for that will juſt | finiſh the ele 


| 2 )* T wil drink me health, (IG: but of thy 
giving: | 


7 Ps 7 Blanch. 
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Blanch. Then liſten and edify. May a man 
never inſult a woman with his company, e w/o 
enneſs has made him a brute! 
Samſ With all my heart: — But a woman knows 


that man may. be made a brute, when wine is clean 


out of the Ane Eh! Here comes the old man, 
in "On earneſt, Hb | 


% . 


Enter ADam Wi INTERTON.. 


"Want. wet I am here: again. What e 
In truth, I have a world of care. Our good maſter: 
taken ill on à ſudden... Wilford flown:—A baſe, 
ungrateful boy !—One thai I was ſo fond of: And ro» 
prove ſuch a profligate !: I began to love the young 
villain like my. own child. 1. had mark'd down the 
unfortunate boy, in my laſt teſtament : | had 
Bleſs me! my cold is wondrous troubleſome to my 
oyes, this morning. Ah! *tis-a wicked world. 
But old Winterton keeps a merry. heart fill, Do T. 
not, pretty miſtreſs Blanch _ | 

Blanck. I hope you do, Adam. | 

. Wint. Nay, on fecond thought, I do not keep i it; 
for thou haſt flolen it e me, tulip! ha! good 
faith - 

B Sam... Ha! ba- Well faith that i is a * jeſt! | 
al. hat: | 

int. Doſt think. 10, varlet N Thon haſt ſtolen: 
it from me, tulip!“ Well, it was; it was exceeding | 
pleaſant, by St. Thomas Heigho! I muſt een take a: 
glaſs to confole me. One cup to——eh! mercy on 
mel why the liquor. has flown. Hal the bottle has- 
leak'd, haply. 

Sam. es, Sir ;—l crack'd- that bottle, myſel, in 
your abſene. 

Mint. Crack d ! Why What a careleſs: gooſe art 


4 thou! theſe unthrifty knaves— ah! mages are 0 
changed for the 3 ſince I was a ge th | 


e _Doft. think ſo, Adam 7. 20 FANNY 
7 | Adam. 
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Adam. Queſtion any man, of my age, and. he 


vill ſay the ſame. Domeſticks never broke bottles in 


queen Elizabeth's time: Servants were better then 


_ aye, marry, and the bottles were better bottles. 'Ti is 


«degenerate world! Well; heigho! - 
Blanen. Why doſt ſigh thus, Adam: 
Mint. In truth, this is as heavy a day for ihe I 


Blansh. | hope not, Adam. Gome, come, things | 


are not ſo bad, I warrant thee. You have long drank 


_ fmilingly of the eup of life, Adam; and when a good. 


man takes his potion without murmuring, Providence 


| ſeldom leaves the bittereſt drop at he bottom. What 
is the matter, Adam; 

Wint. Alas! nothing but evil. Theſe eg 
come on our worthy maſter as thick as hail, and 
weaken him daily. He has been grievous ill, in the 


night, poor foul! and ne'er ſlept a wink. lies, 2 


| brought him the news. 
Blanch, What news, good Adam? 3 


Wint, Why of Wilford's flight —A reprobate ' 
The ſhock of his baſeneſs has e Sir 0 I 


old ſymptoms. _ 
Blanch, What call you his old Ninproms 85 


Mint. The ſhivering, and trembling fits, which 


have troubled him theſe two years. I begin to think 
the air of this foreſt doth nouriſh agues. I can never 


move him to drink enough of canary. I think, in my 
conſcience, I had been aguiſh myſelf, in theſe weeds, | 


had I not drank plenty of canary 


8amſ/. Mats, when I am red this old bey mall be 
ry. e 
Blanc hi. el, well, he may mend. Do not 82879 Ws 


= apothecar 


the worſt, ere worſo arrives, Adam. 
Mint. Nay, worſe has arrived already. 
- Blanch, Aye! marry, how ? 


Wint. Wilford's villany. Sir Edward fays, he | 


| has proofs of the blackeft treachery againſt him. 
' Blanch, Indeed! 


— ů 


Mint. It chills my blood to think ave}! 1 had | 


nn out be boy as a ww of ä learned 


boy! 


THE IRON RES r. 65 


1 had the backs of all the books - in our 
b by heart: and now a hue and cry is after him, 
Mercy on me! if the wretched lad be taken, Sir Ed- 
ward will bring him to the charge. WM.. none know 
what tis yet; but time will ſnew. 

Blanch. Vou ſurpriſe me l Wilford. turn dithe- 5 
neſt! I could ſcaree have a this; and after t two 
years trial, too. 5 

Sam. O, monſtrous !. to turn. rogue. after twa 
ears! Had it happened after, 'two days, indeed, 
twere not to be wonder'd at, 


5 | Diiter a Servant. 7 
Ser. Mr. Winterton there i is a young woman "a 

| the foreſt, would ſpeak with you. | 

Min. Out ont! Theſe cottagers time their buſi: 


l vilely. Well, bid her come in, Simon. 


9 And, Miſtreſs Blanch, your lady vous ſee 
you anon, in the breakfaſt parlour. 55 (E xit. 

Blanch. I come quickly. Be not caſt down, now. 
3 Adam; kee thy old heart merry ſtill. ION 

| nt. a! in truth, T know not well, now, what: 
would mend my ſpirits. 

Blanch. What FAR you of the kiſs I promis d 3 

Mint. Ah, wa 1 go thy way Od! thou haſt 
5 legs. Had 0 takes thee yeſterday——Ab 1 
well, ne matter. 

Blanch.” Colts. T will not leave thee comfortleſs,. 
in theſe ſad times Here—Here is my hand, Adam. 

M im. Thou wilt ſhe w me a light pair of heels 
again, now. 
Blanc No, in faith. Come; 'tis more than 1 

would offer to every one. Take it. 
| 3 That 1 will, moſt willingly. (Kiſſes her 
Land. | 

Blanch. Do not . rake now, and boaſt of f 
my favours; for | am told there is a breed of puppies, 
wilt build Rories, 10 a ſimple girl's Penn on- 


" flighter: 


— nnn — _ 


think there 


_ foreſt. Is there no hope that he may 


— 


\ 
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flighter encouragement than this. Be not you one of 


thofe empry coxcombs, and ſo adieu, Adam. (Exit. 
Vin. Nay, I was never given to vaunt. Sbud! 


If Thad, many a tale had been told, ſixty years back, 
2 luſty Adam Wintrerton.— Eh! why what 


thou titter ar, ſcapegrace? 


Enter Barbara. 


Bar. May I come in, good your worſhip? 
Vin. Aye, marry, that thou may'ft, pretty one. 
Well, though many things have declined, ſince I 


mn 


* 


Fan, Fleſh! this is our Barbara,” (aſde. 
Mint. Well, and what wouldſt have, ſweet one, 


with old Adam Eh! by St. Thomas, why thou. 
art the I have een, ere now, with Wilford. . | 


' Barb, Beſeech you, tell me where he is, fir? 


Vin. Alas, child, he's gone—flownl Eh? what 


"ett wel. er ES. 
Barb. Nothing, ſi 1 only —1 hoped he 


Sam. I, ſir Not! ( ſnotllering a laugh. : 
Mint. I had forgot this varlet. Peſtilence ont I 

Should this kna ve prate of my little gallantry, I trem- 
dle for the good name of poor Miſtreſs Blanch! 8 


- 


Was a boy, female beauty keeps its rank ſtill. I do 
| be more Pretty women now than there 
were in Queen Ehzabeth's 1 E 
rbara, - 


would have called at our cettage, 1 Bf quitted the 
01 


, come. back, fir ? 
Mint. None, truly, except force bring him back. 


Alas, child! the boy has turn'd out naught; and juſ- 


rice is dogging him at the heels. 


Barb. What Wilford, fir my poor—©O, fir, my 


x 4 


heart is burſting! I pray you, ;pardon me. Had he 


{s'd our cotrage in his flight, I would have ran out, 
and follow'd him all the world over. 


o 


VVint. To ſee what. love will do! Juſt ſo did: 
lane Blackthorn take on for me, when Sir Marmaduke | 


Bark. 


carried me to London, in the hard winter. 
n | 25 2 „ 55 1 | 


% 


why doſt not know me? 


- - Barb, Eh! No Sure it can't- 
Samſonꝰ | 
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Bark. Beſegch you, forgive me, fir! Fonly came 


to make enquiry, for I had heard a ſtrange tale. 


I would not have my oxrows, make me troubleſome 
to your worſhip. 


Wint. To me? poor wench! nay, that thou 
art not. I truſt, child, I neyer turned a deaf ear, 


yet, to the unfortunate. is man's office to liſten 


to the ſorrows of a woman, and do all he can 


to ſoothe them. Come, come, dry thy tears, 
chicken. | 


Barb. I loohd to have been his wife ſhortly, fir. - 


He was as kind a 'youth——And, I am ſure, he 


wanted not gratitude: I have heard him talk of Jou, 
as you were his father, fir. 

Mint. Did he? Ah! poor lad, Well, he had 
nd” qualities; but, alas! he is now, a reprobate. | 
Poor boy! To think, now, that he ſhould ſpeak 
kindly of the old man, behind his back! 
| Barb, Alas, this is the ſecond flight to bring un- 
hap pineſs to our poor family! 

int. The ſecond ! How do'ſt mean, wench? 

Barb. My brother, fir, left our cottage ſuddenly, 

yelterday morning; and we have no tidings of him 5 


ſince. 
Sam. Lo you, now, hers he ſtands, to or But the 


hearts of his diſconſolate relations! Siſter 


arbara, 


— Brother 


Samſ. Mr. Samſon— Head POE man to the 
Lady Helen, of the New Foreſt. 

Barb. O, the fortune! can it be! what gain'd 
thee ſo good a place, Samſon? 

Samſ. Merit. I had no intereſt to back me. 
Mine is a rare caſe—I was promoted on the ſcore of | 
my virtues, BE: 

Mint. Out upon thee! thy knaveries have 1 


the talk of the whole foreſt ; and furniſh'd daily 
food for converſation. 


Sam. 
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Sam. Truly, then, converſation has fared beter 


upon them than I. But my old character is laid aſide 


with my old jerkin. I am now exalted... 
Wint. An | have any forecaſt in deſtiny, friend, 


thou bidſt fair, one day, to be more exalted 


Ha! faith! Cole. u muſt to the kitchen, 

| Ne 1 muſt thither 50 

day. 

> Fa e Muſt J return home, then, your worſhip, 
with no tidings? 


int. Ab! heaven help me! what havock doth 
wanton Cupid make with us all! Well, tarry about 


the houſe, with thy brother; we may hear ſomewhat, 
haply, anon. Take care of thy ſiſter, knave; and 


mark what 1 have faid to thee.—“ Thou bidſt fair 


one day to be more exalted.” Ha! well, it Was 
exceeding pleaſant, by St. Thomas! * © Exit. 
Samſ. Well, Barbara, and how fares father? 

- Barb. He has done nought but chide, ſince you 


diſappear'd, Samſon, It has ſour'd him with-us all. 


Samſ. Well, J will call, ſoon, aud ſet all even, 
Barb. WII yuo, brother? 


Samſ. Iwill. Bid him not be caſt down, 1 will 5 


protect the Rawbold family. 


> Barb.- Truly, brother, 'we. ure: much f in need of oh 


protection. 5 
Samſ. Do not fear. "PE E my power. I 


am head of all the male domeſticks, at Madam 


Helen's 8. 


Barb, O. the father! of all! and holy any be 


there, brother ? ? 


| |: Samſ. Why, truly, not ſo many as there be at 
the Lodge, here. But I have a boy under me, * 


chop wood, and draw water. | 

Barb, The money we had from Sir Edward's 
| Lounty, is. nearly gone in payment of the debt our 
father owed. Bod Tow DE” had 9 been im- 
_— elſe. | 

San. 


If, to give order, for the 


N 
nn Sy 
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Samſ. My ſock is ſomewhat low, too. —But, no 
matter. Keep a good heart. lam now a riſing man. 
I will make you all- comfortable. 

Barb. Heaven bleſs you, Samſon ! 

Samſ. In three months, 1 look for a quarters 
wages; and then Dick ſhall have a ware. I muſt | 
now take you roundly to taſk. 

Barb. Me, brother! | 

Samſ.. Aye, marry. You would 8 yourſelf 
away on this Wilford—who, as the ſtory gocs, is 
little better than the devil's own imp. 

Barb. O, brother! be not ſo uncharitable. I 
know not what is againſt him, but he has not been 
heard yet. Conſider too - were all our actions, at 
home, to be fifted, I fear me, we might not eſcape 
blameleſs. _ | 

Samſ. Aye, bat he; it ſeems, is falling, and we 
are upon the riſe 4 and that makes all the difference. 
Maſs! how gingerly men will fift the faults of thoſe 
who are getting up Hill in the world; ahd what a 
rough ſhake "_—P give thoſe who ate going down- 
ward! 

Barb. 1 would not be one of thoſe ſifters, brother. 

Samſ. No,—l warrant, now, thou wouldſt marry 
this vagabond. 
| Barb. That: I would, brother. He has cheer'd 
me in my y diſtreſs, and 1 would ſooner dic than leave 
him, now he is unfortunate, | 425 

Samſ. Haſt thou no reſpe& for the family ? Thon 
wilt bring endleſs diſgrace on the name of Rawbvid. 
Shame on you! to rake away from our reputation, 

when we have ſo little! 

_ Barb. I thought, brother, you wow have ſhewn 
more pity for your poor ſiſter. 
 Samſ. Tuſh! Love's a mere vs 
Bar Al bevcher: N 
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Barbara. 5 


3 
{03:42 


1 From break of the morning, were I with 
5 Fatal . 92 | wy le. 
„ ren the Go did aſe; Yi 
d fing him to 9 5 44 
: | l e ;my love 240 4. Noh l 


1 ' 


| . 5 17 & ; g 
e Semen. e e e eee 


EE Frm "EY; * the morning, Were. 4 e ler, 
FOE 0.7 long ere the evening drew nig, 1 
1 Hier talk would make me doſe, 
1 Till the muſick of my noſe. , 
Would play, my love 4 u 8 7 


Fu 


| rr 2013010 95 
| | | Barbara.” 19 ns On i 15 as 
0 Our Aae e 105 25 hook on my: — 
But love. apt ek dP Hen! 
F Wd he bears begins Manda vs Aon 


And a wife is ſcreaming Rye 


Both. From break of the gane &e, 
; | - SCENE 


ry — 
* — — .. — . —— — 


N 


If I do flatter. This is N — 


With an-owPs face, that ſhall exprets as [Roy 


* + 4 > K2: ] 
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SCENE 11. A Room i in Sir Been Mon- 
TIMER' s Lodge, | 


4 


MoaTiuen and Hezen diſcovered. 


Hel. Sod, 700 better nowi; ; indeed you do... 
Mort. Thou rt a {ſweet flatterer! | 
Hel. Neer truſt me, then, 


— 


— 


Thou wilt be ſick, becauſe thou wilt be ſiek. 

In laugh away this fancy, Mortimer. h 

Mort. What couldſt thou 4 to laugh away my: 
ſickneſs? 


Hel. I'll mimick the a and N kb 


With cane at noſe, and nod emphatical, 


Portentous in my filence ; feel your pulſe, 


4 


As Galen's head, cut out in wood, and gilt, 


Stuck over an apothecary's door. 


Mort. And what wouldit thou preferibe y. "6; 
Hel. Lwould diſtil 


- Each flower that laviſh- happineſs produced, 


Through the world's paradiſe, ere Diſobedience- 
Scatter'd the ſeeds of care; then mingle each, 
In one huge cup of comfort for thee, love, 


/ 


To chaſe away thy dulneſs. Thou thouldſt wanton» 
Upon the wings of Time, and mock his flight, 


As he ſail'd wich thee tow'rd Eternity. 
I'd have each hour, each minute of thy life, 


A golden holiday; and ſhould a eloud 


Oercaſt thee; be it light as à goſſamer, 0 
That Helen might di perfe i it wirk a breath, 


And talk thee into aue 12 


Mort. Sweet, ſweet Helent- 
Death, ſoſten d with thy voice, Aube dull tis King, 
And ſtecp his darts in balſam. Oh! my Helen, 
Theſe warnings which that grifly-monarch weed 
Rorerunners of his certain viſitation, | 


of 
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Of late are "oat with me. It ſhould ſeem 
I was not meant to live long. THEY 
Hel. Mortimer ! 
My Mortimer ! You=—Oh! for heaven's ſ:ke, 
Do not talk thus! You chill me. You are well 
Very well. —You give way—Oh, Mortimer! 
Baniſh theſe fantaſies. Think on poor 6; 1g ! 
Mort. Think on thee, Helen? © 1 ; 
Hel. Aye: but not think thus. , 
You ſaid, my Mortimer, my voice could foothe, Ee 
Ia the moſt tryin ſtruggle. ; | 
Mort. Said 1 ſo © 
Yer, Helen, when my fancy aints a deb. beo, 
] ever place thee foremoſt in the ſcene, 
To make the picture touching. After man 
Is fummon'd, and has made up his account, 
Oh! 'tis a bitter after-reck'ning, when 
His pallid lips receive the laft, ſad kiſs, 
Fond, female anguith prints! Then, Helen, then, 
Then comes man's agony! To Jeave the object 
He ſhelter'd in his heart, grief-ſtruck and helpleſs; 
To graſp her hand; to fix his hollow eye 
Upon her face, and mark her mute deſpair, 
| Till the laſt flutter of his aehing ſpirit 
Hurri.s him hence, for ever! ; 
Hel, Oh! for pity ———— 
What have I done, that 7— c Hurſt into tears. 
Mort. My Helen! Wh 
Hel. I did not mean to weep. Oh, Mortimer, 
I could not talk ſo cruelly to you!” | 
I would nat pain you thus,” for worlds! 
Mort. Nay, come; 
I meant not this. I did not mean to ſay 
There's danger now); but tis the i" 1 
Of ſickneſs to be grave, and moralize . 
On that which ſickneſs brings. I prithee, now, 
Be comforted. | Believe me, I ſha | ues,” 1 
T feel 1 hall already. | | 
Hel. Do you, Mortimer? 


"i you, indeed, . lo? 


# , 

F 7 

A a * 4 
Mort. 


2 


There is no little aovetriont of your- face. 


| You change again, | \F 


THE IRON CHEST, | 73 


Mort. Indeed I do. a 
Hel. 1 knew you would: —1 Laid it. Did 1 boek. 
Fam ſo glad! You muft be cautious now. 
VIt play the nurſe tro-day—and then, to-morrow, 1 
You ſhall not brood at home, as you are wont, 
But we will ride together, through the foreſt. 
You muſt have exerciſe. Oh! Iwill make you 


Freſh as the ſummer dew-drop, and as "ee 
As ruddy/Labour, fpringing from his bed, 


To carol o'er the fallow! 


Mort. Deareſt prattler!' © b 


Men would meet fickneſs with a Cn welcome, - 
Were all woo'd back to health thus prettily. 
Hel. I ſee it in your looks, now, you are better; 


Mort. Scarce poſlible, ſo ſuddenly! „ - 
Hel. O, yes; | 


But I can mark on the inſtant— Tis my dr. 

I have ſo gaz d upon it, that, 1 think, 

| can interpret ry turn it has, 

And read your inmoſt ſouu. 5 "very? 
Mort. What? | FFF 
Hel. Merey on me! | 


* 
OY 
0 
pho 


* 
* 
* 
— 


Mort. Twas nothing. Vo n. not fear; N 
These linle fais ate dual. —T . fl rot had: 

Hel. Would you could ſhake them offt! 

Hort. 1 would I could! 

Hel. Reſolve it, then; and the bare Ns * 
Will bring the remedy. Rall ay © ſpirits; - %* 00 
I prithee, now, endeavour.— This young man; FA 6 
This boy—this Wilford —he has been ungrateful ; : 
But do not let his baſeneſs wear you thus. 

Ev'n let him go. 

Mort. l'II hunt him through the world! 

Hel. Why; look you there now | Pray be calm. 

Mort. Well, well; 85 
I am too boiſterous : Tis my unheppineſz | 
To lden molt barſh where I would ſhew mot kind: 


K 3 3 The- 


— 
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The mos has made me peevith.! This ſame wy 
Has ſomewhat moved me. 


Hel. He's beneath your care. 
Seek him not now, to puniſh him. Poor wreteh! 
He carries that away, within his breaſt, 
Which will embitter all his life to come, 
And make him curſe the knowledge ont. 
Mort. The knowledge 


Has he then breathed Carries within his 
VVV + 
What does he know? Eh thee. * 3 
it Hel. His own ingratitude. My * 
N Mort. O, very true. 4 


Lil Helen. Then leave him to his Conſcience. 
1 It is a ſcorpion, ſent by Heaven itſelf, | 
| To fix on hidden crimes ; a ſlow, till ſtream, 
| Of moulten lead, kept dropping on the heart, 
[is To ſcald and weigh it down. woe sk me, loye, | 
j : There is no earthly puniſhment ſo great, 
| 
| 


To ſcourge an evil act, as man's own conſcience, | 
To tell him he is guilty. 


Mort. Tis a hell! 2 7 
I pray you talk no more on am weak _ 
Jdid not ſleep laſt night, . 
Hel. Would you ſleep now? 
Mort. No, 7 en, no. I tire hy, patient ſweer- 
135 N. 
Hel. Tire me! nay, that you do not. You 
Forget 8575 
; How often | have 1 by you, 5 and watch'd, 
Fanning the buſy ſummer-flies away, 


Leſt 19 7 i break your Numbers Who ec comes 
| . 8 3 


E 47 Erin W1NTERTON. | 2 


: What, Winterton! How do £3 chov, old acqualn 
tance? | 


LD How doſt thou, Adam? 


Win, | 


4. 


int. Bleſs your goodneſs, well. 


From n what he Aropt, lie can give ſome account 


5 The knave is thy; ; but Adam has a head. 
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Is my good maſter better? | 
' Hel. Somewhat, Adam. h | 
Hint, Now, by our lady, 1 eras to hear 11 
I have a meſſage= . . 
Hel. O, no buſineſs now ! | 
Wint. Nay, fo 1 faid. Quoth | I, his honour's 
hcl; 
Perilous Gck ! but the rogue oral d, and preſs 
J could refuſe no longer. Out upon them? 
The varlets know old Winterten s good nature. 


Tis my weak ſide. 8 SIM 


Fal Who has thus i importuned y ou? | 

Wint. To tay. the 4 43k moft Ml kavour d . 
But he will ſpe: to none but to his worſhip. . 
I think tis foreſt buſineſs, 

Mort. O, not now: 
Anorher time—to-morrow—when he will. 
1 am unfit.— They teize me! 


E int. Ev'n as you pleaſe, your worſhi 1 
- ſhould think, 0 8 


Of the poor boy. | | | "£4 
Aa. Of Wilford! | © Fo by 
Wint. Troth, I think ſo. 


Mort. 1 e him bither on the 7 


e! 
Fly, Adam, fl ; 


Wint. Vrell now, it e my. y bear 
To hear you . — ſo briſkly. 
Mort. Well, diſpatch! 


Wig. I go. Heaven bleſs you both! Heaven 


ſend you well, 
And merry days may come again, 125 (Enis. 
Hel. I fear this bufineſs may diſtract you, . Mor: 


timer: 
1 would you would defer it will to-morrow. 
Mort. Not fo, ſweet, Do not fear. 1 Frithee 
now, 


7 | Let 


— 


— 
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L me have way in this. - Retire awhile, 
Anon Pl come to thee.. | | 
Hel. Pray now, be careſul. 

I dread thoſe agitations. Pray, 125 2 
Now do not tarry long. Adieu, wy I Mortimer | | 
Mort. Farewel, awhile, fweet! 

- Hel. Since. it. muſt be ſo— 8 | 
Farewel! [Exit Helen. 
Mort. Dear, ſimple. innocence! thy words o 
| comfort 
Pour oil upon my fires. Methought deres 2 
When firſt ſhe ſpake of conſcience, ſhot a glance 
Like her dead uncle on me. Well, for. Wilford! - 
That ſla ve can play the Parthian wich my fame, 2 5 
And wound it while he flies. Bring him before me, 8 
Place me the runagate within my gri 
And I will plant my honour on its ba . | 
Firmer than adamant, tho hell and death 2 A 
. Should: moat I work with blood! Oh, how will: 


&+ 


* 


pa . 2 «4 g 

r rr 

— , 0 rn, reren 
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Engender fin! Throw gilt upon ahe. foul, -- 1 
And, like a rock daft on on the treubled lake, bo 


Twill form its circles, round WY round, | 
Each wider than e | 


* 
— — 


bas kur Orson. 15 RE 


<7 . — : - 


How now! What's ann 5 
0. Part wich your office in the ben f part 
Concerns: yourſe}f in private. 5 
Mort. How myſelf . i | 
Or. Touching a ſervant of your houſe; ; aud : 
Whoſe heels, I find, were nimbler than his duty. - 
f Mie. nd what of him? A nn 3 


| Where he is? 
Canft vein me to him? IR 3 
ts 2 . L 0: han: e DS . j 3 3 - 
Og. Nay, foftly. 5 8 


5 z 4 
| * * - 1 
- CY 
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Mort. . I' reward re | 
Enſure your fortunes. | 
Orſ. Firſt enſure my neck. 
"Twill do me little good elſe. Pve no heirs ; $48 
And, when I die, tis like the law will bury me, 
At its own charge. 
Mort. Be brief, and to your purpoſe. | — 
Or. Then, _ the 1 els which concerns your | 


Here, in the foreſt. +; 22 
Mort. Nay, of that anon. 
Firſt of my ſcrvant. 
Orſ. Well, ev'n as you pleaſe. 
”Tis no rare thin g—Let public duty wait, 
Till private EC are ſertled But 
My ſtory is a chain. Take all togsther, 
"TI will not unlink. 
Mort. Be quick, then. While we talk, 
This flave eſcapes me. : WP, > 
Oc. Little fear of that. 
He's in no plight to journey far to-day. 
Mort. Where is he hid? . 
_ Or/. Hard by; with robbers. 


Mort. Robbers l=——— _ 


Well, I'm glad on't. *Twill ſuit my purpoſe belt. 
(4 


—What, has he turn'd to plunder? 
Or/. No; not ſo. 
Plunder has turn'd to him. He was knock'd down, 5 
Laſt night, here in the foreſt, flat and ſprawling z 
And the milk-hearted captain of our gang 
Has ſhelter'd him. | 
Mort. It ſeems, then, thov'rt a thief ; 
Or/. I ferv'd in the profeſſion ; But, laſt 70" 
The ſcurvy rogues caſhier'd me. I a plot, 
To ruin a poor fellow in his calling 
And take away my means of getting bread. 
I come here, in revenge. Ell hang my comrades, 
In cluſters, on the foreſt oaks, like acorns. 
Mert. Where lies their haunt ? 


955 
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Mort. 1 B it, for your . TH 
Or/. Send your officers” + | 


Or. Give me your honour, firſt—_— 


To the din ber miles 4. you-will Sud - 
As bold a gang as-&'er infeſted woods, 


And fatten d upon pillage. 
Mort. What, FA near me 


"Ws 


| In ſome. few minutes, then, he's mine! Ho! N- 


terton! 


Now for his lurking place ! tip dawns again. 


Repogin ou here ; 1 have work for you. 
F 5 55 / Cie En 
oY I will weave a med ſo i intricate, fer | 
For this baſe inſect ] ſo entangle him Yew 
Why, Winterton !-—Thou' jewel, reputation! 
Let me ſecure thee, bright and ſporle is, row; 
And this weak, ca re- worn body's diſfolution, 


Will cheaply pay the purchaſe! Winterton! (E 9270 | 


Orſ. - There may be danger in 2 ſtay here. 
will e'en ſlink off, in the confuſion 


have Wo 
] value not the reward... REY _ comrades, and 
chat ſhall content me. ES. ow 
5 4 Hall in the Ted F ff 


Enter FITZHARDING. \ 


Fits: | Rare Lang od! ' This lodge i is little 
| abe 


| Abd Spleen and Sickneſs are the houſchold gods, 


In. this, my brother's, N of confuſion. 

The hue and cry is up] I am half tempted 

To wiſh the game too nimble. for the dogs, 

That hunt him at the hells. Dithoneſt! Well, 

| PN ne&er truſt looks again. His face 3 

A 33 ſign ;. but all within, it ſeems, 

. dirt ooms, ſtale eggs, prick' d wine, ſour "4 
ao, 1 888 and ee 


N e 


"1 


— 


* 


— 
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Ill be Jeorived no more...P]] mia with 2 K 7 


In future but the ugly: honeſt men, Is n 
Who can out- grin a Griſſin; or the head 1 
Carved on the prow of the god ſhip e 11 
I'm for carbuncled, weather-beaten faces, 7 : 9 
That frighten little children, and tight ſerre 5 | 


For knockers to hall e ee are 35 ; is 


Enter SAM5oN. 3 - 


” "ork 2 man to adam Nieten, Sir; | 
E Well, 1 may talk han wes yy thou doſe” 
8 anſwer 4 | 
To the deſcription of the for of men 
J have reſolved to live with. 
Samſ. I am proud, Sir, 
To find I have your countenance. 
Fitz. Can'ſt tell me 
The news of Wilford? 2 | | 
Samſ. He is turn'd a rogue, Sir, | 
An errant knave, Sir. Tis a rare W now, 
To find an honeſt ſervant: We are ſcarce. © 
Fits, Row 44 the Abbey where they g got to ſeek 
Doſt ws] it ? 8 
Samſ. Marry, do I ; 1 dark. 
1 have ſtood near it, many. a time, in winter, 
To watch the hares, by moonlight. I | 
Fits. A cold paſtime ! | £15 


Sam... Aye, 25h was killing work, Ive lefr i 1 


Fits, Think you chey will be back ENDL 
Samſ. On the inſtant: f 
It is hard by, Sir. —Hlark I hear their berles! 
They are return d, I warrant. 
Fitz. Run you, fellow. f . 
If Wilford's taken, ſend him ja to me. : 
E Sam. Why he's a rogue, Sir. Would your 
t; worſhip ſtoop 
FE To parley with a gun” | 


| Fits, 
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| Fits. Friend, -1 will ſtoop 
To prop a ſinking man, thats call'd a mins; 
And count him innocent; till he's found guilty. 

1 learn'd it from our Engliſh laws; where mercy 
Models the weights that fill the ſcales of — 
And Charity, when Wiſdom pos her ſentence, 
Stands by to prompt ber. Till detection comes, 
1 fide with the accuſed. | : 

Samſ. Would I had known _. 
Your worſhip ſooner. You're a friend, indeed F 
All undiſcover'd rogues are bound to you? for you: 

—— $0, Heaven bleſs you! | 
Fus. Welt, well—buſtle; ſr: —— 
Do as I bid the. ; 

Samſ. Aye Sir. AR mall lan | 

Upon your worſhip in any time of need. 

Heaven reward you! n Sa friend to . 

| * 
Fits, 1 bave a kind of movement, Kill, for Wu. 

ford — 

I cannot conquer. Vihar can be this have: 

Sir Edward brings againſt him ?—Should the bay” 

| Prove guilty well; why ſhould I pity guilt ? 

Philoſophers would call nie ariv'ler.——Fer them. 3 
Whip a deſerter, and philoſophy. 2 
Stands by, and ſays he merits it. That's true: — 
But wherefore ſhould philoſophy take ſnuff, | 
When the poor culprit writhes? A plague on dock! 
cannot hoop my heart about with iron. 

Like an old beer-butt. I would have the N 
What ſome call weak: — I'd have it ooe a Aale. _ 
Better compaſſion ſhould be ſet abroach, p 
Till it run waſte, than let a ſyſtem-monger , 

Bung it with Logick; or a trencher cap 

Bawl out his ethics on it, 'till his thunder 

Turn all the er Wee 31 he comes! 
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wil, lam informs | it is your pleaſure, Sir, = | 
To ſpeak with me. * PR a? J 
Fitz. Aye, Wilford. I am ſorry— | | 
Faith, very ſorry, you and I meet thus. f 
How could you quit my brother thus ee ? | 
Was he unkind to you? | 
Milf. Moſt bountiful, _ 
He made me all I am. The poor can number 
His virtues thick as ſtars. I owe nh. Sir, 
A world of gratitude. 
Fitz. Tis a new mode 
Of payment you have taken. Wherefore ay? 
Wilf. 1 was unfit to ſerve him, Sir. 
FHs. Ind 1 | 
Wilf. 1 was unhappy, Sir. 1 fled a houſe., 
Where certain miſery awaited me, 2 
While I was doom'd te dwell int. 
Firs. ' Miſery! 7 Te” 
What was this certain miſery? 
Wilf. Your pardon, — F 
J never will divulge. 4 „„ 
Fitz, Indeed! 5 
Wilf. No, never. 
Pray do not preſs me. All chat 1 can 0 
Is, that I have a ftrong, and rooted reaſon, 
Which has reſolved me.  'T were impoſſible 
I ſhould be tranquil hexe. I feel it, ir 
A duty to myſelf to quit this roof. 
Fits,  Harkye, young man. This ſmacks of Sk 


- 
« 


— 
« 


| And now looks fol. Truth, and ape 
Walk round the world i in natiye, nakednefs. , 
But guilt is I 0 1 14 
Wilf. Whate' er che prejudice LS 1 
My conduct conjures up, I muſt ſubmit. 
Fits. 4, were better now You conjured up your 
friends; „ 
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| For I muſt tel] you No, there is no need. 


q Here. in the face of all his 
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You learn'd it, doubtleſs, on the way, and know 


The danger you, now, Rand. 1 in. 


Wilf. Danger, Sir! 


What? How? I have learn'd. nothing, "ir ; 5 J 


guides 
Drag d: me in f ence hither. . 
4 Fits, Then tis fit "ER fa, 
put you on your guard. It prieves me, fo 
To ſay there is a heavy al 1 
ect your, N 


Which, as T'garher, ma 


Milf. Mine -O, good Heaven! 
Fiir. Pray be calm :— ſoon, 
eh 


My brother will accuſe _—_— * 


* 1 


wy a are call” 

S Sketch our 
If truth ſhould fail vou, Wilford even tak 
N faireſt colour hunith Aft can > af F 
To give a . Ard 
"RE IU. d Hence 


Hat. Bar 


Ia thould have even, and inp artis al al Juſtice. 


Wilf. Hel—What, He! 


; He accuſe me! O monſtrous! O, Jodie? en ; hg 
"You who can read mens heafts — =A * 


„ - 64-5 


I'm innocent! Tm indocent! = 
. 7 


if. I ſhall, indeed! T priy you tell me, we > 
What is the charge? A 


Fits. I do not know its purport. bes 
_ 1 would not hear on't : for on my voice reſts 
Ihe iſſue of this buſineſs and a judge 5 ; 
= Should come unbiafs d to his Gffce. Ilford, . 
Were twenty brothers "waiting my awart, | 
Wilf. Q, you are juſt! I Soda all mien were ſo! 
"Fizz. I hope moſt men "are To. 
thoughts. 
Fi upon! if truch WII ſerve you, 
your ttoty' with her chaſte, "bold 2 00 | 


PEAT: * 


jd is Alo d, hen man 
1 ae Ms with a vnd agaioſt him. 


EL; —— Heaven 


(aueh 
* Fitz. Collect your fitneſs. You will vole it all. 


Kally "your 


e 
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| ——Heaven bleſs. you, boy chat is, 15 mean— 8 


| | WI plaguee | 
—Farewell! and may you proſ per! Exit. 
Wilf. Then, all my-youthful hopes are bli ghred 


in the bud! The breath of my powerful eee 3 9 
will wither them. Let me recall my actlons.— My 


breaſt is unclag'd with crime. This charge is to be 
open in the eye of the world; of che laws — Then, 
why ſhould I fear? I am native of a happy foil where 


juſtice guards equally the life of its pooreſt and richeſt 
| 1ahabitant. . Let him infli his menaces upon me, in 


ſecret ; Let him torture my mind and body ; ; he * 5 


0 cannot, touch my good naine, 


Dieter BARBARA. 


1 O, Wilford! Falls on his neck) 
Wilf. Barbara! at ſuch a time, too! 
Barb, To be brought back, thus, Wilford ! Jad 


to go away without ſeeing me! without thinking, of © 


me ! 
Wilf. It was not ſo.—I was haſtening te your cot- 


tage, Barbara, when a ruthan, in the * encoun- 
ter d and wounded me. 


Barb. Wounded you! 


Wilf. Be not alarm'd "Tis not, as 1 thought 


yeſternight, of moment. One of his party took me 
do the Abbey ruins, and gave me Ara Fenn ch 

| Barb. And, was it ſo! was it ſo, Wilford ? 
Wilf.- Aye, Barbara. When I was drag'd hither, 


the whole troop eſcaped, or my had Whey for the 


truth on't. 


Barb. I would they had not eſcaped. For alt 
here fa that you had ed to join them. 


Wilf. What! join with robbers f what next ſhall 
be charged with! : 


Barb. Bethink you, Wilford—the time is ben: : 


I know your heart is good; but 


1 


— 


Vi f. But what? Can you abe i, 4 : 


: Bark. 0 mine is ſo link'd with ty... that would 
follow you Ne rf besgary, cough Priſons, Wil- 
ford: . 


Wilf. Priſons! T he found, now, makes me 
1 | | 


Barb, W in a haſty: moment you bave done e | 


to wrong Sir Edward, throw n on his mercy z 
 —ſue for 1 0 OR 

Wilf. For pardon I ſhall go mad! Pardon! [ 
am innocent.—Heaven knows I am innocent. 

Barb, Heaven be thank'd The family is all 
ſummon'd. O, Wilford! my ſpirits ſink within me. 

Wilf. (afide) I am, now, but a ſorry comforter. 
Come, Barbara; be tranquil, You 2 e I am fo, 
Don' e 't you, Barbara? e : 


Enter 4 Senvan. | 
Jaw. Yoo muſt ad in the next room. ug 
£ Wilf. What, Walter, s- it af A tell me 
Serv. Do not queſtion me. 1 hold no diſcourſe 
with any of your ſtamp, 
-WWilf. Your tone is ſtrangely changed on the ſud- 
den. What have I done? 


Serv. You are going t N be tried. That's enough 
for me. 


Wilf. I mil ht rather, claim your ry on that 
ſcore, Walter, 2 pi 


Serv. What, pity a man ; that's going to be tried? 


O, monſtrous ! 


Wi If. Well, fare you well. I will not upbraid 


you, Tales, Vou have many in the world to coun- 
tenance you. Blacken well your neighbour, and nine 
In ten are in haſte to cry ſhame upon him, ere he has 


time, or e. to 1 0 -the accuſation. L 
follow you. 


Serv. . Do ſo. 5 Exit: 
Hilf. Be of good cheer. - go . in honeſty, 
Ow. I can bear every 1 Ae thing, ſave 

making 


* 


bk A 


j « 
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making you the partner of my misfortunes. T at, 
Barbara I am ſure you love me hat 


would give me a pang which would———F arewell! 


Exit. 
Barb. Alas! I tremble for his ale? ſhould they 
tear him from me N | 


80 N 8 Banana. ; 

DOWN by the river there grows. a green 27" Oy: 
Sing all for my true leve ! my true love, ©! 

TI aweep out the night there, the bank for my pillous ; 

And all for my true hee, my true love, Q! _ 

When bleak blows the wind and tempeſis are beating, . 

Ill count all the clouds, as I mark them retreating, 

For true _ foys, well 2 an as ecting. 

Sing, O for my true love, Ne 'of 


Maids come, in pity, when I am departed 3 
Sing all for my true love, | | 
When dead, on the bank, I am fund broken hearted, 
And all for my true hee, &c. 
Make me à grave, all while the . | ER] 
Cloſe to the fliream, where my tears once were firing, : 
And over my corſe keep the green willow 1. 
'Ti is all for my true fave, 8 


0 Exit 
We 3 in the Idan 


Firz-Hardixe, WHLFORD, and various N 


meſticks, e them enter A DAM 
WINTERTON. 


Ei. le not Sir Edward coming, Adam? | 
Wint. Aye, Sir. 


But he is grievous il}.—Since Wilford came, 
| He had another fit.— But he'll be here. | 
Ab, boy! that I ſhould live to ſee this day! 
| Thaye a merry heart no longer, now. 
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milf. .Goed. man ! you have been ever kind to me. 
Mint. Heav'o ſend you may prove honeſt l Heav'n 


N . e 2c. | 
tee. comes. Sir Edward. Would chat I had — 
Two reigns 280 l. POL el 


Enter Sir Powaap Menriuza 1 


w 


_—— 


Fitz. Now, hay You look ple, 


And faint with fickneſs. > | 1 


Nint. Here's“ a chair, your EE LN 


Bore, "No matter.—To. eur buſveſs,, ruhe. 
J cc - | 


Vou may well gueſs the * le Lendure 


To place you here the maik of accuſation. _ 
der you ample warning: Caution'd you, 
hen many might have ſceurged: and, even now, 
- While 1 ſtand here to. cruſh Ways, to eruſh, 
Ou, _ 3; 
My heart bleeds drops of pity fie? your 8 
Whoſe raſhneſs. gon the red deſtruction down, 
olt upon you. : | ; 
Wilf. You know be 85 


The movements of your heart, ſir. I is blind, 


And cannot read them: but there is a Judge, 
To whoſe all-feeing e 505 e our inmoſt thoughts 
Lye open. Think to him you, now, appeal. — 
Omniſcience keeps heaven's regiſter; 2 
And, ſoon or late, when Time unfolds the Tag 
Our trembling fouls. muſt anſwer to the record, 
And meet their due reward or puniſhment. 
Fits. Now, to the point, L pray Jou. 
Mort. Thus it is, them | 
I do ſuſpe&—By: heaven the ſtory lingers, 


Like poiſop, on my tongue,—bu he will force it— 


Fitz What is it you ſuſpect? 

Mort. ——That he has rob'd me. 

Milf. Reb'd! I! O, horrible! 

Fitz. Not yet—not yet. I's 4; 1 
Pray tell me, by ts will be imparcal 3 — | 
. Pat 


= 


(Habir ſo long had fix'd my confidence) 


And, at that moment, came a ſervant in, 


Wilford was pale and crembling ; ; and our aner Ys 
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Ber Fam ſomewhat noyed Pray tell me, brother, 
How ground you this ſuſpicion! wn uy 
Mort. Briefly, thus. ———— 


You may have noticed, in my library, 


A cheft (Wilford farts) —You ſee he changes a at the 
word. | 

Wilf. And well I may ! | (afide . 

Mort. Where I have told you, brother, | 


The writings which concern our family, 
With jewels, caſh, and other articles, 


Of no mean value, were depoſited: Oh 
Fitz. You oftentimes have ſaid ſo.. | a 
Mort. Veſterday, FE 

Chance call'd me, ſuddenly away: Tick 

The key in't—bur as ſuddenly return dd / 


And found this Wilford, this young man, whoſe fare, 
' Whoſe orphan ſtate; mer pity in my houſe, 


Till pity grew to friendſhip.— him I found, 
Fix d o'er the cheſt, upon his Knees, intent, 
As, now, I-think, on plunder; tinging theft 
Still blacker with ingratitude ; and riflin 5 
The eaſy fool who-ſhelter'd him. Confuſion ny 
Shook his young joints, as he let fall the lid, 
And gave me back the key: 
Fits. Did you not ſearch 
Your papers on the inſtant ? 
Mort. No: —for, firſt, 


Ldeem'd it boyiſh curioſity ;— 
But told him this would meet my further ghefifcen 


To lay you were arrived. He muſt have marked 
Our mix d emotion. | 
Fitz. Is that ſervant here? 
Servant, Twas I, Sir. 
Mort. Was it you ? Well, faw you avght | 
To challenge your attention? | 
Servant. Sir, I did. . By 


F 1 
* 5 5 
2 — ere : * ts Ad 7 
— EKͤ„ ]ðVU“! ro ES omen ane Ces _ - 1 
„ Ge ee EG 


—— 


— 


— — 


eee 


Gave him a look as if would Picrce him through; 
And 
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VPou found me ſomewhat ruffled. 


Mort. 
While every word he ſpake belied his features, | 
And mock'd his proteſtarion. : 
Tbe chaftiſement he fear'd ; nor wou'd I blazon 
The wrong I could nor fixs and 8 880 
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And cried, 6 Remember.” 


rte, ve wech 


more, 


| And we both quitted — 


i, 


Mort. When firſt we met, _ ; 


Fitz, *Tis moſt true. ; | | 
Mort. But 5 more W aferwards, 1 | 


A Wilford 2 ng with you—like a faake, 
- Sun'd b 7 your looks 


, and baſking in your | favour. 


bade him quit the room, with * 


And wait my coming in the library. 


Fitz. I witnelſs'd that, with wonder. . 
Mort. O, good brother! 85 
You little thought, while you fo gently ſchoal'd m me, 


In the full flow of your benevolence, 


For my harſh bearing row'rd him, on what ground 
That harſhnefs reſted. 


In the brief interval of abſence from you, . 


I had made wy ſeareh, 
And found my property had W - 
2 ages 


Fits, We . 5 
Jou met hin in the library ? | 1 
Mert. O never 85 f 


Can he forget that folemn ert | 
Wilf. Aye, ſpeak te that ;—it was A ſolemn i in- 
- terview. 


Mort. Obſerve, he does aeknowledge that ve met. eb 


© Guilt was my theme :>he cannot now deny it. 


Wilf. It was a theme of- No. (checking lb. 5 


He pleaded innocence: 


Lreſtrain'd 


By general inquiry, all the guiltleſs 
Fo foul ſufpiclen Tbar ſi icon lay 
Moſt he ly on him; but the big cloud 


Of anger he had gather'd burft not on him, . 


In vengeance to o'erwhelm him: chill i it Es: 
But 1 as the N in admonition >: 


{iS Like 
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Like tears of fathers o'er a wayward child, 
When love enforces them to ruggedneſs. 
Fitz, What ſaid you to him? 
Mort. Regulate your life, 
In future, better. L ſpare your youth; 
Fut dare not to proceed, All I exact, : 
« ( Tis a ſoft penance)—that you tarry here 1 
« My eye your guard, my houſe your gentle priſon, 
6 My . bounty be your chains, Attempt not flight 3. 
kh Fliz ht ri bets al i my doubt to certainty, 
as And jules to the world unlocks my tongue. — 54 
He fled, and J arraign him. 
Fits. Truſt me, brother, 
This charge is ſtaggering. Yet accidents 
Sometimes eombine to caſt a ſhade of doubt 
Upon the innocent. May it be ſo here! 
Here is his trunk: 'twas brought Here at my order. 
Tis fit that it be fearch'd. 
Mort. O, that were needleſs. 
He were a ſhallow villain that would truſt 
His freight of plunder to ſo frail a bottom. 
School-boys, who (trip the. orchard of 1 its Kalte. 
Conceal their thie very better.. 
Fitz, Yet tis found, 
Such negligenee is often link d with guilt. 
Take not—l ſay not yet that he is guilty, 
But ” ſcarce heard of crafty villain, yet, | 
Who did not make ſome blot in bi foul game, 
That lookers-on have thought him blind, and mad, 
at was fo palpable — Tis rarely otherwiſe : 
| Heaven's hand is in it, brother : Pravidence 
Marks guilt, as 'twere, with a fatuity— _-, 
Adam, do you inſpe@ it. C.to Wintertons 
Milf. Here's the key— _ 
Fen take it, .freely.You'll find little there 


Il value; fave a locket, which my mother 


Gave me upon her death-bed ; and ſhe added 
Her bleſſing'to't. Perhaps, her ſpirit now 
Is grieving for my injuries. | 
Hint. (after opening the trunk. ba O, mercy ! 2 x 
its, 
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Fits, How. now ? What's there ? 
Mint. As 'm a wretched man, 
The very watch my good old maſter wore? | 


And, here, my lady's jewels! — 


Wilf.. lam innocent. 
Juſt Heaven hear me! _ 
Fits. I muſt hear you, now. 
What can you ſay ?—Oh! Wilford. _ 17 
Milf. Give me breath. 


5 


Let me colleR myſelf. Firft this, gent on bis l 


May ſleep 
Ne er cloſe my burning eyes z, may. conſcience geo 
May engines wrench my entrails from their . 3 
And whirl them to the winds before my face, 
If I know _ of this? 


| Fits. Make it appear fo.— ut look there. ; 1 


there!. — (pointing to the trunk. 
Wilf. Heap circumftance upon me; multiply 


Charge upon charge; pile ſeeming fact on fact; 


Still I maintain my innocence, Lock at me! LEY 
Are theſe the throes of guilt ? Are thefe convulſions 
Of a ou helpleſs. friendleſs, wretched boy, 
The ſtruggles of a villain ?— One thing more: 
I here aver it to his face aver it— _ IS 


He knows — Ves, he Ves, my accuſer knows, 
I merit not his charge. 


| a general expreſſion 8 
Mint. A5 ae ent, fie! 7 im} 
Fitz. ford, take heed! A baſe attem to 
mW blacken N * © 
An injured maſter, will but plunge ee 
Wu. I know what l am — por. 


Will die repeating it. Sir Edward 8 
Is conſcious of my innoecnce. 


Mort. Proceed 


| Look at theſe proofs, and talk. 8 "8 
Thy tongue can do me little et now. | ak 


Mill. Do you . 


Mat. What? | ig PS ON 
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Wile. 2 no matter, ſir. 

But I could fwear——— „ 

Mort. Nay, Wilford, pauſe awhileQ. 
Reflect that oaths are ſacred. 9 the — 

Of theſe aſſeverations. Mark it we 

1 fwear'by all the ties that bind a nan, 

Divine or human! Think on that, and ſhudder, ; 
Will. The very words I unter'@! I am tongues 

ned. - : -{ afrde. 

Fitz, Wilford, if there be aught that you ean 
| N 
To elear vourſelf” advance it. "1 > 
Milf. O, I could! | 5 
I could ſay much, but muſt” not. 2 1 Sa . 
Do as you pleaſe. —] have no friend—no witneſs, _ 
Sa ve my accuſer. Did he not —pray aſk him 
Did he not vaunt his wiles could ruin me? 
Did he not menace, in his pride of power, 

To blaſt my name, and erult my innocence? - 
Fits. What do you anſwer, Sir? F 
Mort. 'T anſwer—No,— I's o „ 

More were ſuperflous, when a criminal 
Oppoſes empty volubility. 
Jo circumſtantial charge. A ſtedſaſt brow 
Repels not fact, nor can invalidate g 
Theſe dumb, bor damning, witneſſes, biforp him. 
pointing to thetrunk.) 
af. By abe Juſt Pow'r that rules us, 1 am 
ignorant 
How they came there but 'tis my firm belief, 

You placed them there, to fink me. 33 
Fitz. O, too much! : 

You ſteel men's hearts-againſt you! Dad aa ame! 

| 5 rol honeſt e Call the officers, | 
e hall meet puniſhment. Servants ing) 
Mort. Hold: pray you, hold. g wy 

Juſtice has, thus far, ſtroggled with my pity, ; 

To do an act of duty to the world. | | 

I would unmäſk a hypocrite ; lay bare | 

Tus front of guilt, that men may ſee and ſhun 1 ri oo 

*4 1s 
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£ Tis „ | wills now, proceed a biker. _ 4 
I Would not hurt the ſerpent, but to make 
The ſerpent hurtleſs. He ho loſt his W . 
e ie av and freely. i „„ 
22 8 55 
- This Wen — e. — Had he 1 eee 
My friendſhip bad been doubled; you well on 
4 have been partial to him but this act ot 
s ſo begrimed with black, ungrateful malice, | 
That 1 int on juſtice. Fly, knaves! run, 
And let him NE Tecured. [Exeunt Sven] : You 
5 min here uw ent, 
| Mort. I will not have it thus. A | 
Fitz. You muſt—You ſhall— ' 
Tis weak elſe. Oons! I truſt I have as much 
Of good, ſtraight-forward pity, as may ſerve; 
But, fo turn dove—to fir ſtill, and be peckd at, 
It is too tame. His inſolence tops all! 
Does not 2his rouſe you, too ?—Look on theſe 
Jewels, 

Look at this picture. — Tuss 6 our mother's : : Stay, 

Let me inſpect this nearer. What are here? - 

Parchments——— * (inſpecbing the trunk. ) 
Mort. O, look no.farther.— hey are deeds, 

Which, in his haſte, no doubt he crowded there, 

Not knowing what—to look o'er at his leifure— 

Family 9 R_N\ all. were in my cheſt. 

Wi 3 tis erp laid !—Thele, too, to give a 

colour! Caſide.) 

"Fits | What have we here? by ave Ty: eave, 
5 good brother, 1 

As 1 in this. Hexe is a paper : 

Of curious enfolding—ſlipt, as *twere _ 

By chance, within another. This may be 

Of note upon his e e $ Fs e * 

A knife, it ſeems! _ : 
C Charing.) 
Fits. Marks of blood upon it, 1 
Mort. Touch it not. Nane it back 1 155 it 
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e | 93. > 
| Oh, card 0 88 ban G18 fle that paper RY 
Darkneſs i ana "hell ide back the paper.” n 50 tru 1 


| [MonTIMER: attempts. to ſnatch it; Wilrony, 
EE, betzueen the $4v0 brothers, falls. on his pine. : 
— and * 5 4280 8 NG. 115 
1 re e it. Vou are ee 511 . 
My innocence, my 0 reſts on it CYL avs 
Mort. Devils 
Foil me at my oven game . ha og 


wu Sport, Lucifer! — le truck me. tt! 
7 _ IMosriliek is faititing, and 7 0 Wir rorv 
runs and catches him.) one oo ho rigs 
Wil... Tut ſupport him. — . 15 
| Read! read! read 1... 14... 5 1 


Fits. What is this Zn My, mind are e mel e 
| It is my brother's. hand- die before mel... i 
ſe What can this. 5 o 
27 of my: mur de 1 0b, g great Ba al 
« If by Nen gg. my guilt ſhould, — diſolos Py, a/ 
; 6 May this cantribpte to redeem the wr eck | 
) Wo 7 honour !”—1 am. horror-ftruck! .: 3 60% 7 "2 oY 
| Fi Plain? plain!—————Stay! he ws *"; 75 | 
W hat has been ſoft! Wy 
7 oath been wand'ring with the, damn'd, N 


Brother 1— 


N { * 74 
; & S Iris Wilford! Ob! "thought Aaſhes on 
e. | me 5 
ve, ; Fan 'Vrain-feorch'd.” Give me. 


eave. 
I will f 8 | will——z little 3 * 
dune rer boy. Wrong'd boy! © Wilford, 
„„ ford ! 8 9 : 
+ 6 10 burſts into tears, and alli in Wi gerd, att > 
| | Be rm, Sir; pray be Kran e my * Heart 
9.) bei For you nd Ta e, 
| Warn\s'fo for you! Oh! all your el, 870% 
wr To your poor boy, is in 15 mind an, ſtill, 
* I ſee my benefactor! 
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More. Well Au... „ 
I will be firm. One ſtruggle, and tis 0788. 
I haye moſt foully wrong d you! Ere I die— 
And I feel desth- truck —let me haſte to make 
Atodnement.— Brother, note. Ihe N. . - 


Ia, and that paper—Heaven And ach 
; Ordain'd it ſo !—were placed Curſe on Thy fleſh; 
| To tremble thus were placed chere * 19 27 Nee 
Fitz. O. mercy on me / a 
Mort. More. 1 gar his boy's. 29 ſe 
He knew my ſecret; and 1 blacken'd bia, 
That, thovld he &'er divulge the fatal . t. 
His word might meet no credit. Infamy 7 1 
Will brand my mem'ry fort: Foſterity, 
W hoſe breath I made my god, will keen 15 ſhame 
Green in her damning record. hog 1 had * 
had a heart overflow with g ood thoughts tug 
; For all mankind! One Harl, — 
Has poiſon d all! Where in my honour, tow 2/\ 13 
Jo die {—To have wy aſhes trampled on. 
8 ptoud foot of Teorn ! Polluted! Hen — 
Who deres to thotk my guilt? Let eee 5 
Wrack me chat grinning Tl ft Datnjarion'? Fo 
Who fpits m rave? ebe 8 8 
en 1 7 8! 1 
Fit. This rives my hear” in "rain. 
— > 51hrother, brother!“ Wü d. 
| His oaks gre gb... 
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RY Aye. Tell it your. Allow ee 
You all know aka: anon. Send i in ſome helß— 
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dee be boy 


With. „ Sir. 
a * hos why ny Ran] 


© Enter Huvun. 1 10 : 
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- ”— Where > eZ WIT: end ca the gronnd f 
| Oh, Mortimer! 


Ob; Heaven! my Mortuner. © raiſe him,— 
Genth dg 


t 
Speak to me, love. 1155 FN 15 
2 oy 3. I that 
0 ruggles to ſpen 
A 8 Oh, he's n 


. Sa nothing. We muſt lead him to hls US 
| chamber. 


Beſeech 7 to lay esl, . lady. 


(Freznanpine and H iran bead MorTiMe R out. } 


ears ma; to utter.) . 


Enter Rune. on the oppoſite fu. 


Barb. 0. Wilford L * flown to you! You 
are innocent.— The whole ' houſe how has it, you 
are innocent. Thank Heaven! Speak; tell me 
How how was it, dear, dear Wilford ? 

Milf. I cannot tell you now, Barbara. Another 
time: But it is ſo.— I cannot ſpeak now.— 
Bar. Nor I, 3 4 See! hither come 
your feHows, to-greet you: "08 ſo happy! q 
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Enter SERVANTS, | &e. &c. &c. 


Servants. Joy! Wilford. „„ 

Wilf. Peace, peace, I pray you. Our mee 1 is 
taken ill: 80 ill, my fellows, that I fear me he 
ſtands in much danger. That yow rejoice in my 
acquittal, I perceive, and thank you. Sir Edward's 
brother will explain further to you: I cannot. But 
believe this: Heaven, to whoſe eye the dark move- 
ments * Bult a are manifeſt, will ever wages over, 
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